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There are many roads in life from which there can be 
no return. There are many roads that lead to regret, 
sorrow, and misery. Often times these roads can only 
be identified as mistakes in retrospective. This is the 
story of Ethan Ruedlinger, a man who lived many 
different lives. A man who’s life collapsed into 
shambles in a matter of days. The life he built for 
himself, gone for good, leaving him to cope with its 
loss. He attempts to use his new situation as an 
opportunity to rise from the ashes, to launch himself 
from rock bottoms. However, he quickly discovers it’s 
not as easy as he’d hoped to simply “start over.” 


This book is entirely written to accurately portray 
the true events in the life of the author, Ethan 
Ruedlinger. The contents of this book are entirely 
factual. 


Author: Ethan W. Ruedlinger 
Editor: Paula S. Ruedlinger 


thebiblicalpost@gmail.com 
© 2021 


This book is dedicated to all those who are struggling with 
stress, depression, anxiety, loneliness, a broken heart, being 
mistreated, and suffering through loss. My heart goes out to 
you all. 

This book is also dedicated to my parents, Connie and 
Leonard Ruedlinger, who gave me the inspiration to get my 
past out of my head and on paper. 
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PROLOGUE 


Ethan sat staring blankly into the woods, 
occasionally glancing down at the noose he’d just cut 
himself free from. He was petrified, seemingly unable 
to move... 


After spending a considerable amount of time 
contemplating his decision, Ethan had finally kicked 
the chair. While hanging in midair, he saw what could 
only be described as a face in the sky made of pure 
light. In that very moment, something in his mind 
warned him that his time to die had not yet come. 
Thinking quickly, Ethan reached for the machete 
lodged into a tree stump, and forced it into the rope, 
slicing it in half. As he fell to the ground, he began to 
feel an overwhelming sense of peace and serenity. All 
seemed right with the world, when moments before 
his entire life appeared to have been over. He sat on 
the ground, the tattered rope in his hands. Crying his 
eyes out, he got to his feet and began to clean up the 
mess from his attempt. My name is Ethan Ruedlinger, 
and I have a story I’d like to share with you. A take that 
I can only hope will teach and inspire people to better 
their lives and learn from my mistakes and hardships. 
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Chapter 1: 
ENLISTING 


“Joining the military is not to be taken lightly, you’re putting 
every part of yourself at risk, not just your body but your 
moral and spiritual center.” -Kevin Powers 


“Well Ruedlinger, looks like you’ll be shipping out 
October 3rd.” The recruiter said, stating me directly in 
the eye. “Ok, if there’s any more paperwork you need 
me to fill out, you have my info. I’ll be in touch.” 

My entire life I’ve always pondered what I wanted to 
make a career out of. Wether it be a doctor, lawyer, 
preacher man, marine biologist, a police officer, I 
could never quite find something that piqued my 
interest. I had already graduated high school in the 
summer of 2018, and the day had finally come when I 
had to choose a career path. The day I made a decision 
that would change my life. 

At 16 years old, I made the decision to join the 
United States Army. On a warm summer evening, I 
pondered my decision, even regretting it to a certain 
degree. I was excited to finally do something 
extraordinary with my life, something I could be proud 
of, something that would allow me to hold myself ina 
higher regard than a bad of trash. I was ecstatic to have 
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been given the chance to finally accomplish 
something. The only real noble thing I’d achieved up to 
that point in my life was obtaining a black belt in Shito- 
Ryu Kyokushin karate after training mercilessly for a 
period of seven years. The most honorable 
achievement of my life was right in front of me: 

Serving my country. 

A strange noise emanating from the forest, 
comparable to the snapping of a twig, broke the 
deafening silence of the beautiful summer evening 
now turned night. 

After getting up from my front porch to take a closer 
look I quickly began to realize it was only a squirrel. 
The little guys would always fight and play among the 
trees. So playful and majestic. I would often wish I 
could be as free spirited and happy as the birds that 
flew overhead. They hadn’t a care in the world, their 
only concern was eating and flying wherever the wind 
took them. 

I’d been some the majority of my life, never having 
many friends. Granted, partially of my own volition, 
however, it was still disheartening to be completely 
and utterly along in the world. The lack of love and 
care will slowly chip away at a boy’s mind, warping his 
morality and the very core of his being. Loneliness is a 
pain unlike any other, one of which I grew very 
familiar with over the previous years. The hole slowly 
began to chip away at my very soul, casting a dark 


shadow over my logic and reasoning. I would 
consider the possibility of dying in a war torn country 
for oil, and smile to myself. I accepted the idea of 
death, and even welcomed it. 

There were times when I would feel very numb to 
the troubles my earlier life would bring about. There 
was often a hole deep in the chasm of my soul, a 
yearning for a person to hold me and express affection 
and she’d light on my ever darkening soul. It seems as 
though a long life of isolation will apply pressure to 
your view of the world, and you begin to think 
irrationally. Things that would seem insane to others 
are perfectly reasonable within the confines of your 
mind. Social anxiety greatly inhibits your ability to 
interact with those around you, and will stunt your 
social development. My social anxiety developed 
during my younger teenage years, when I was all but 
cut off from the outside world. I began to feel disdain 
at the very thought of any social interaction. 
Completing simple daily tasks became a nightmare. 
Simply entering into a store created an uncomfortable 
churning in my gut incomparable to any other. I’ve 
never outgrown this anxiety, but over the years I’d 
learned ways to cope with it. 

A seemingly endless void of darkness continues to 
encroach on my daily life. Is there any escape? 

The demons in my head overpowered my very soul, 
they would patronize and disparage me. These are not 
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the demons one would normally refer to. Beings not 
physical nor verbal, but emotions, thoughts, feelings, a 
mindset, a churning gut and a hole in my soul that 
cannot be filled. When depression takes hold at sucha 
young age, hours of solitary isolation and loathing 
become days, days become months, and months 
become years. Before I knew it, so much of my life had 
gone by without me realizing it, because time begins to 
run together, making it impossible to keep track of the 
date. All of the birthdays, Christmases, all of the 
different activities and events that took place in my 
absence only fueled my depression even further. 
Indulging in gaming and YouTube videos seemed to be 
my only escape from this existential nightmare. 

The deep, unbearable pain in the pit of my stomach 
haunted me for many years. When tears Rolex down 
my cheeks, a sharp, searing pain would jolt through 
my arms and fingers. I would always carry my Bible, 
my gun, and a large jug of water deep into the woods 
in an attempt to escape the cold clutches of reality for 
a while and delve into a search for answers. A search 
for meaning, for purpose. 

The Bible always brought me comfort in hard times. 
Knowing that God was looking out for me, knowing 
that if I were to die, Christ would be awaiting me, 
welcoming me with open arms. Drinking from my 
water jug would enable me to withhold tears before 
they could well up in my eyes and drip down my face. 
My gun always brought me a sense of safety, as though 
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nothing could ever physically hard me so long as I 
was in possession of it. All of those years of pain and 
anguish went unnoticed by the outside world, 
including my own family. I would often find myself 
delving into philosophical topics during my little 
breaks, postulating wether I could ever accomplish 
enough to be merely recognized as a man. All I ever 
wanted was credit and recognition for the things I 
struggled with, the battles I faced on a daily basis with 
clinical depression, with anxiety, social anxiety, 
suicidal ideations. 

Soon enough, I was sent to the Indianapolis airport, 
where I had to navigate my way through dozens of 
busy city folk all hustling and bustling their way 
around. I was extremely confused, as it was my first 
time ever traveling by plane. After finding my gate, I 
sat down and quietly waited for the attendant to begin 
calling for boarding. As I waited, I happened upon 
another future soldier on his way to basic. He was with 
a group, we shared our backgrounds and upbringings 
and spoke on topics of all sorts until it was time to 
board the plane. I was absolutely terrified out of my 
mind. A young man of 17 birding a plane bound for a 
US Army basic training battalion in South Carolina 
when he’s never spent more than a week away from 
home. I’d never had many friends growing up, I’d been 
forced to keep to myself, trapped in my head with my 
cruel thoughts. I was utilizing a method of 
transportation foreign to me, traveling to a destination 
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entirely unknown to me, with a fate awaiting me that 
was, as far as I was concerned, a roll of the dice. 

A few minutes after boarding, an old woman could 
tell I was quite nervous about my first flight and 
decided to strike up a conversation with me. “Where 
are you headed, young man?” she asked politely. “I 
just joined the army, I’m actually on my way to basic 
training.” I replied. “I can tell this is your first time 
flying.” She said. “It is, ’m so nervous I’m shaking like 
a leaf!” I said, visibly shaking as though I were having a 
seizure. “Oh, everyone’s first flight is always the worst. 
You may feel some bumps, but you’ll be fine, I 
promise!” 

As the plane began landing in Washington D.C. for 
the remaining connector flight, the lady handed me a 
$50 bill and thanked me for my service. Being the 
polite young man I was, I made multiple attempts to 
decline, but she persisted, stating that I may need it 
later. While getting off the plane, I stared out at the 
capitol building. I hadn’t seen it since the previous 
year when I had vacationed to D.C. While at the air 
port, I bought a Hershey’s bar and boarded the next 
plane. Everything was going smooth, and I had started 
to relax more. My nerves were not quite as tense. Once 
we landed, a Drill Sergeant in a bright white uniform 
immediately changed that. He screamed and yelled at 
us to stand in line in an orderly fashion. We began 
boarding a bus bound for 120th Reception Battalion, 
Fort Jackson, South Carolina. Once we boarded, the 
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bus took us to a large building, which we were 
promptly ushered into. The drill sergeants instructed 
us to empty everything out of our bags and pockets. 
“Find an X and stand on it!” Screamed the drill 
sergeant. “This is your amnesty period. If you have any 
illegal substances, candy, tobacco, or alcohol, or any 
weapons, drop it on the floor in front of you!” 

Everyone did as instructed. After repacking our bags, 
we were bused to the DFAC to eat our first meal in the 
military. Upon arriving at the barracks, a very short, 
thin drill sergeant with a battle scar on his upper lip 
commanded us to stand at attention and listen to him 
speak. “This is the fireguard roster. You are to change 
our fireguards every two hours each and every night. 
This is on a set schedule.” He went on to explain the 
basic rules of the barracks. When we entered the 
barracks, we were told to pick a locker, place our 
belongings into said locker, and lock it. Everyone 
secured their personal belongings in their wall lockers. 
To my surprise, we were still allowed to keep our 
phones. I figured that by this point, if they were going 
to take them, they would’ve done so already. I 
showered, brushed my teeth, and once the drill 
sergeant called lights out, we crashed. Later that night, 
I woke up to the sound of a neighboring wall locker 
being moved around. I chocked it up to someone 
forgetting to brush their teeth or something, and 
drifted back to sleep. The next morning, all boots hit 
the floor, and we discovered that each of our wall 
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lockers were wide open. Everyone’s wallets and 
personal belongings were intact. “To bruh my wallets 
empty!” Exclaimed a trainee. “Yo mine is too this is 
some b*******!” T quickly bolted toward my wall locker 
and reached into my wallet. “Yep, it’s empty. You’ve 
got to be kidding me!” I said. The $50 the kind lady 
had given me on the plane, plus the $20 I had 
originally taken with me, was nowhere to be found. 
Someone had stolen every dime we had without any of 
us realizing it. I was astounded! How could I have been 
so stupid? I felt as though I couldn’t trust anyone in the 
room. Any one of them could’ve been lying about 
wether they’d stolen our money. 

After eating a hearty DFAC (Dining Facility) 
breakfast, we all gathered outside in formation ready 
to march into the central issue facility. Standing in line, 
seconds turned into minutes, and minutes turned into 
hours. I quickly began to realize this would be an all 
day event. As I slowly inched my way down the line at 
a snail’s pace, I was forcefully issued all of my gear. I 
was given my duffel bags, my laundry bags, my OCP 
(Operational Combat Pattern) bottoms, my OCP tops, 
my undershirts, my waffle tops & bottoms, my cold 
weather gear, my helmet strap, our PC’s (Patrol Caps), 
and neck gaiter. At the end of the line, two extremely 
rude and hateful civilian women were trying us for 
boot size. I told them I wear a size 9 1/2. They took one 
look at my feet and told me I need a size 6. When I told 
them that would be too small, they ignored me and 
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handed me my boots nonetheless. I would find out 
later that they had done the same to each of my battle 
buddies. By the time standard issue was all said and 
done, it took up 12 hours of our time. We gathered in 
formation outside and began marching back to our 
barracks. 

We learned multiple important skills before ever 
arriving at our basic training battalion. From proper 
marching techniques, to proper wear of our PC’s, to 
“AR 670-1.” Prior to shipping out, I had burned my 
forehead with a searing hot log on a campfire I was 
tending to. The mark earned me the nickname 
“woundhead” for the next few weeks. 

I had issues with incontinence, for which I had to 
utilize sick call. This, couple with the anxiety I had for 
my situation, only made matters worse. We began 
physically preparing ourselves by doing push-ups and 
attempting to memorize the soldier’s creed, the army 
song, and the general orders. The majority of my 
platoon were older men and women well into their 
20’s and 30’s who were much better prepared both 
mentally and physically than I for the challenges that 
lay ahead. Two weeks after arriving at 120th, we were 
instructed to bring all of our belongings outside and 
place them in an orderly fashion. The drill sergeant on 
duty gave each of us a color coded Velcro patch to 
place in the clear pouch of our duffel bags to identify 
which basic training platoon we were assigned to. 

Around the same time the buses arrived to transport 
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us, a man fell to the ground, completely 
unconscious. The drill sergeant carried him away and 
informed us that he had passed out due to locking his 
knees and warned us against doing so in the future. 
After a long, nerve-wracking bus ride, we had arrived 
at 3-39 Infantry Battalion. I found it rather curious that 
our battalion was named infantry when there were 
only support MOS’s reporting. The drill sergeants 
screamed at us repeatedly to hurry up and get off the 
bus. The shark attack had officially begun. 

They screamed louder, ushering us into a field. We 
were instructed to drop everything and empty our 
bags. We were being checked once more. 

Following a brief “amnesty period,” the drill 
sergeants passed out papers with instructions on what 
to text our family members of loved ones to inform 
them that we had arrived safely and would be in 
training for a period of ten weeks, as well as how to 
contact us by mail. 

Before we could pack our gear back into our bags, 
five drill sergeants gathered around a fellow trainee 
and began screaming directly into his face at the top of 
their lungs. I kept my composure and stood at 
attention. Then they began swarming around me, 
screaming at me. The young man I met in the 
Indianapolis airport attempted to escape while they 
were yelling at me. He tried his best to run off, but to 

no avail. One of the drill sergeants chased him down 
and tackled him. It was then that I realized the severity 
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of my situation. I knew it would be a very extreme 
challenge, one I knew full well I may not have been 
able to overcome, considering I hadn’t accounted for 
the extreme mental conditioning. 

The overall purpose of the “shark attack” was to 
break down our minds, to condition us to follow 
orders without question. It was an immediate 
introduction to the harsh difficulty of surviving in the 
military. 

Once we’d packed our bags, the drill sergeants 
screamed for us to rush over to our platoon lines. They 
had us run towards our company building while 
carrying our duffel bags overhead. We quickly lined 
up, and that’s when they began their physical “shark 
attack.” “DROP YOUR BAGS!” Screamed the drill 
sergeants. “PICK YOUR BAGS UP! DROP THEM! PICK 
THEM UP! DOWN! UP! DOWN!” 

This went on to the point of physical exhaustion, I 
reached muscle failure long before we’d stopped. 

The drill sergeants separated the male trainees from 
the female trainees into two groups, belonging to two 
different barracks adjacent to one another. Our 
platoon’s senior drill sergeant brought us into the 
barracks and explained the rules to us. We were then 
taken to a room and were told to give up our personal 
bags. They also placed our cell phones in bags labeled 
with our names. The only contact we had with the 
outside world was through letters. The very thought of 
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what challenges would lay ahead chilled me to the 
bone. 

During the first three weeks of basic training, known 
as “Red Phase,” it was required of me to learn the army 
values, the soldier’s creed, and the army song. Each 
morning we would wake up and “toe the line.” This 
means that as soon as our feet hit the floor we had to 
get ready and have our shoes on our platoon lines by 
0500. We would salute the flag, then begin physical 
training. Often times we would be right faced and 
marched out onto the running track, where we would 
run through our basic warm up stretches, then 
perform various running exercises. Occasionally we 
would run through hill sprints, which is where you run 
up a large hill as fast as possible to build up stamina. 
We also performed distance running, which is where 
we would run a certain distance at a set pace and 
complete it at a set time. We typically ran 2-3 miles. I 
had never been a fitness guru of any sort, and prior to 
enlisting I’ve never been able to run. The physical 
standard at the time was known as the APFT, or “Army 
Physical Fitness Test.” This consisted of three events; A 
two mile run to be completed in at least 15 minutes 
and 54 seconds, at least 42 push ups, and at least 53 
sit-ups. These standards were used for males under the 
age of 21, and these were the standards I was held to 
considering I was freshly 17. Upon arrival to basic 
training, I was only able to perform around 2 push ups, 

20 sit ups, and I could run my 2 mile in 27 minutes. 
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If you’re familiar at all with the APFT standards, you 
realize how damning these records are. I was holding 
out hope that I would be rigorously trained and 
whipped into shape. PT was much more brutal for me 
than any of the other trainees. While running, others 
could recite cadences, while I was hopelessly out of 
breath, training behind the rest of the formation and 
unable to utter a word. My arms reached muscle 
failure almost instantly during every muscle training 
day. I was unable to complete a single pull up. I 
worked very hard and slaved away during my first 
three weeks in BCT, reaching exhaustion every single 
training session. I would always be drenched in sweat. 
I was too stubborn to quit, although I wanted to. I 
would even talk about quitting quite often, but if you 
knew me, you’d know that that’s my way of venting 
and preparing myself to continue tackling my 
challenges. I was determined to get in shape and pass 
the APFT. 

When we were ready to head to chow, we would line 
up in formation and our squad leader would march us 
down to the chow hall. The platoon leader would call 
“Chow formation!” and we would repeat it back, he 
would give the command of execution “move” and we 
would take one step back and file into two different 
lines. Each platoon had a different motto. My platoon, 
2nd Platoon, “War Dogs,” our squad leader would call 
out: “I need 10 War Dogs to the DFAC!” Then the first 
two trainees adjacent to each other in each line would 
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call out “One War Dog!” while looking directly at 
each other and proceed into the DFAC. 

“Two War Dogs!” “Three War Dogs!” This process 
would repeat until each of us were in the DFAC. 

Most of the trainees in my platoon were OCS 
candidates, meaning they were on their way to Officer 
Candidate School to become a commissioned officer, 
so long as they graduated BCT. I was a young, 
inexperienced man of course. I’d just turned 17 and 
knew very little about adult life. So upon realizing this, 
many of my “battle buddies,” as your fellow soldiers 
are called, took me under their wing. At first, I had 
trouble adjusting to a schedule. I also didn’t know how 
to fold my clothes or pack my rucksack. Many of them 
befriended me and taught me many important skills I 
would need later on to succeed. One of them took me 
under his wing to try and mentor me. For the sake of 
recollection, let’s call him “John.” John would pace me 
during runs to try and train me to be up to the Army’s 
physical standard. He also taught me how to wash and 
“ranger roll” my clothes, and helped me memorize the 
army song. 

One morning, during a routine distance run, the 
company commander, Captain Lance noticed I was 
behind the rest of the formation and completely out of 
breath. He took it upon himself to pace me, and began 
running with me and talking to me about my 
background, and encouraging me to keep pushing and 

“embrace the suck.” By this point, a few of the other 
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trainees grew childishly jealous and began to bully 
me for the fact that the Captain was kind enough to 
lend me a hand. Ironically there was nothing to be 
jealous of, I was an out of shape trainee that needed a 
pacer and some encouragement, and I’m adamant 
they’d rather not be in my position. Throughout my 
time in BCT, the bullying only worsened. But there 
were still those who cared that would encourage me 
and helped train me to bring me up to par with the 
rest of our company. 

The majority of my time in BCT I was terrified. Not 
necessarily of the drill sergeants, or any of the training, 
but of going through so much alone. I’d never been 
away from home for more than a week, and it was all 
I’d ever known. It only put pressure on my mind 
knowing I’d have little to no contact with anyone 
during my time at Fort Jackson. My depression 
worsened, and in order to not become an easy target 
for the drill sergeants and bullies, I had to fight it off. I 
had to fight off that feeling of exhaustion and pain 
every day from the time I got out of bed. A searing pain 
grew in my chest, a longing to return home to my 
family. However, wanting to begin my military career, I 
carried on despite all of the challenges I faced. I 
“Embraced the suck,” a military slang term meaning to 
endure something difficult or unpleasant that is 
unavoidable to progress. We were issued out M4AI1’s 
with iron sights. We were ushered into a classroom and 
taught how to assemble and disassemble our rifles 
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repeatedly until we could do it with our eyes shut. 
When we would go to the target range, let off 30+ 
rounds, we’d spend hours disassembling and cleaning 
our M4A1’s. The most difficult area to clean is known 
as the “star chamber.” A very small pin that held the 
rifle together was commonly referred to as the “damn 
it” pin, or the “Jesus” pin. Because, as Drill Sergeant 
Lomas explained; “If you drop it and don’t exclaim 
‘damn it, you'll lose it. But if you drop it and can’t find 
it, you’re gonna need Jesus.” 

In the classroom, they also taught us the Army’s EO 
(equal opportunity) policies, first aid, and SHARP 
(Sexual Harassment and Assault Response and 
Prevention) policies. They’d also taught us a course for 
a certification called “Antiterrorism Level I.” 

The barracks were always miserable to sleep in. The 
scratchy wool blankets along with the temperature 
typically being close to 20°F, it was painful just to get 
out of bed for fireguard. I was paired up with a man 
named Pope, who’d also happened to be our platoon 
leader. Every night, once our shift rolled around, we’d 
get out of bed, change from PT’s to OCP’s in the 
freezing bathroom, and quietly march around the 
room, ensuring everything was spic and span. We’d 
check the log and record any normal or abnormal 
occurrences. The drill sergeants would typically do 
nightly checks, and there were times when you’d wake 
up to the loud noise of a drill sergeant throwing 
everything out of someone’s wall locker because they 
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didn’t have a lock on it. You'd also wake up to a drill 
sergeant chewing out a trainee on fire guard who wore 
the wrong uniform, or stepped out of line. There were 
even a couple times I was on the receiving end of their 
wrath. 

I would receive letters nearly every mail call, which 
was weekly. The drill sergeants almost seemed to grow 
angry with me over the amount of letters they’d have 
to hand me, or properly annoyed at the least. Many of 
my letters were from my parents. On occasion, I’d also 
receive letters from both children, and family 
members of soldiers thanking me and others for our 
sacrifices. 

When I’d receive a letter from a school kid 
requesting a response, I always responded while 
keeping in mind how awe-struck I'd be if I had received 
a response from a soldier in grade school. A lot of the 
letters were from my then girlfriend. We’d met 
September 13th, 2017, roughly a year before I’d 
shipped out. With her being my first serious 
relationship, it was very difficult for me to spend so 
much time away from her, especially in such a harsh 
environment. I never told my parents about her, I was 
worried they’d lash out at me. We continued writing 
back and forth throughout my time at Basic Training. 

One cold, frigid day, as we hopped out of bed and 
“toed the line,” our drill sergeants instructed us to 
pack our ruck sacks and prepare to march. We packed 
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our ruck sacks with all sorts of gear we’d stored in 
our wall lockers, and headed back out to the lines. 

After waiting, we were given the order to line up and 
pull our rucks over our backs. The platoon leaders for 
each platoon gave the orders to March one by one. 
“Left... face! Fowarrrrdd... Marrrrch!!!” We began 
marching down the concrete walkway that ran through 
our battalion area. We marched through the streets of 
Fort Jackson, passing a PX along the way. Eventually, 
we turned off onto a trail that lead into the forest. We 
marched along a narrow path that led through tall 
grass, sand, and a wooden bridge. This march was 
grueling for me and seemingly carried on forever until 
we returned to our platoon lines. “That was only 2 
miles.” Our Senior Drill Sergeant said with a smirk on 
his face. “Imagine how you’ll handle 50.” 

There are three phases in Basic Combat Training. 
The first being Red phase, when our guide ons for our 
company were red. The second being white phase, a 
slightly more mentally relaxed yet physically 
exhausting phase. And finally, blue phase, the end of 
basic training. 

We were in red phase, and we had yet to complete 
even one of our three FTX events. The first one was 
dubbed the hammer, we were to pack our rucks up 
tight and march five miles out, and five miles back. The 
second was the Anvil. We were to pack our rucks to be 
even heavier, wear our heavy gear, march ten miles out 


18 


and ten miles back. We were to complete a land 
navigation course with our compasses, protractors, 
and a map utilizing grid squares, as well as the grenade 
range. The third was the Forge. The forge consists of a 
large-scale company wide ruck. Rucking for many 
long, arduous hours, along with a series of events, 
including “NIC at Night,” or, the “Night Infiltration 
Course.” 

The DFAC (Dining Facility) never cooked very good 
food in basic. They didn’t serve very much meat, and 
encouraged eating more vegetables than anything. In 
order to maintain my health, I would grab multiple 
peanut butter packets and eat them, as they were our 
only source of extra protein. Once I would enter the 
DFAC, we would grab our trays and go down the line, 
quickly being served our food. Once we got to our 
table and set our trays down, we were to grab two 
cups, hold them to our chest, and walk in an orderly 
fashion to grab our drinks. Their options were; 
Different assortments of gross fruit flavored water, 
regular water, milk, and soy milk. 

During the first week or two of red phase, they 
would only give us around 10 minutes or so to eat. 
This, of course, changed overtime. Eventually we were 
allotted 15 minutes to eat our meals. 

I would frequently go on “sick call,” which is 
TRADOC’s (the army’s training command) version of 
“healthcare.” I would go for my common inability to 
defecate, which was made worse by the fact that our 
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MRE’s were designed to prevent soldiers from 
passing stool on the battlefield to eliminate a common 
distraction. One day, while I was at sick call, a soldier 
sat next to me on the bench while I was waiting on my 
Drill Sergeant to arrive to take me back to the 
battalion. “What’s up, man?” he asked. “Not much, 
just trying to get through this.” I replied. He mentioned 
he was already in AIT there on Fort Jackson, and he 
gave me a good word of advice for getting through 
Basic, advice that I ended up strongly adhering to. He 
told me that one morning during breakfast, our drill 
sergeants will barge into the DFAC to announce that, 
on that very day, we would be going through the “gas 
chamber.” The gas chamber is known as CBRN 
training, or, “Chemical, Biological, Radiological, 
Nuclear” training, in which soldiers donning their gas 
masks and J-List equipment (a bio-nuclear-chemical- 
radiation proof suit) will be exposed to CS gas, a toxic 
gas that is akin to tear gas and is used to test a soldier’s 
ability to withstand such powerful weapons, as well as 
build faith in their gas masks and equipment. The drill 
sergeants will instruct us to consume as many eggs and 
drink as much milk as possible that morning to coat 
our stomachs to ensure we don’t throw up after exiting 
the chamber. He warned me not to take a bite of food 
that morning, claiming it’s all a trick to get you to 
throw up white, gooey chunks. Sure enough, the next 

morning, our drill sergeants barge into the DFAC to 
announce that, later that very same day, we would be 
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heading through the gas chamber. They advised 
every trainee to consume as many eggs and as much 
milk as possible to coat their stomachs beforehand. I 
quietly attempted to warn as many people as I could of 
the trick, but considering I was freshly 17 in a room full 
of men in their late 20’s and early 30’s, they all 
responded with “Shutup, you don’t know anything! 
You're a stupid kid!” 

As a quick side note, one life lesson I’ve learned very 
early on is that judging someone by their age, and not 
their mental capacity or maturity, is one of the most 
grave mistakes an individual can make. As my old 
platoon sergeant always said: “It’s not the age, it’s the 
mileage!” Life experience is always separate from an 
individual’s age. There’s no telling what the average 
16-20 year old you see every day on the streets has 
been through, what they know and understand about 
life, what they’ve struggled through, the experience 
life has given them. All the typical adult can see is a 
stupid teenager, often not taking into account the fact 
that there are many teens and young adults that are 
mature far beyond their age, usually due in part to 
circumstances. 

Being the nice guy I’ve always been, I persistently 
urged them to stop eating and exit the DFAC to toe the 
line outside, but none of them listened. One of the drill 
sergeants attempted to get me to eat more than a slice 
of toast, however, I politely but firmly declined. 

After grabbing our required gear, we began marching 
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down the road, ready to face the gas chamber. After 
marching several miles through semi- dense forests 
and remote pathways, we came across an open field, 
where we were instructed to line up in an orderly 
fashion. The group ahead of us entered into the 
chamber, and after quite a bit of time had passed, they 
exited through the other end, coughing and vomiting 
large white chunks, which was the milk and eggs 
they’d been pressured to consume to amuse the drill 
sergeants at their expense. Sure enough, our group 
was ushered into the gas chamber. The drill sergeants 
began instructing us to perform a series of tasks 
designed to test our trust in our masks. They had us 
breath in, and breath out. They made us test the seal 
on our masks as well. The drill sergeant placed a small 
cup-like object onto a table in the middle of the room. 
He then used a lighter to burn whatever was in the 
“cup,” thus releasing CS gas into the enclosed area. 
They had us each put our hand on the person in front 
of us’ shoulder, and take off our masks while reciting 
the Soldier’s Creed. None of us were to leave until 
every trainee had removed their mask and recited the 
entire creed. When it came time for us to remove our 
masks, the drill sergeant forced us to expel every 
ounce of air from our lungs. I, being afraid of 
regurgitating the small lunch I’d had, decided to cheat 
it. I fake exhaled, and inhaled a large amount of air 
while the drill sergeant wasn’t looking. I still managed 
to get the gas in both my eyes, nose, face, and lungs. If 
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I were to describe it to you, It smells, burns, and 
tastes almost exactly like instant glue, but 10,000x 
more powerful. 

When we exited the gas chamber, I exaggerated my 
cough. The trainees behind me and ahead of me 
seemed to be choking to death, vomiting the viscous 
white chunks of food I’d warned them against 
indulging in. Once we’d regained our composure, we’d 
watched the next group enter the gas chamber, a 
visible look of anxiety across each of their faces. They 
knew what lay ahead. 

Once we’d each made our rounds through the gas 
chamber, we toed the line outside of the facility. After 
securing our gear, we marched back to the company 
lines. 

While in the “classroom,” we learned about our BCT 
company’s history. Past graduates of our company had 
went on to serve heroically in the Vietnam War. Delta 
3-39 was known as the “Delta Dogs,” a highly respected 
company. 

Our battalion motto was “Courage Worthy.” The 
saying “D’une Vaillance Admirable” simply means 
“With A Military Courage Worthy of Admiration.” 

While being taught proper physical training form in 
the classroom, our drill sergeants had accidentally 
shown us a video of First Sergeant Gallardo. They 
quickly shut off their monitor. “If we show you this, 
you have to swear not to tell First Sarn’t! He doesn’t 
like trainees knowing.” 
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The video showed our first sergeant, and explained 
that during a deployment, he was shot in the head. His 
combat helmet saved him, but he was knocked 
unconscious. A battle buddy of his, Staff Sergeant 
Giunta, dragged him to safety, effectively saving his 
life. SSG Giunta received the Medal of Honor from 
President Obama, which is the highest honor any 
military personnel can ever hope to receive. 

We had to zero the iron sights on our weapons at the 
range. This was a difficult task for me, I don’t 

particularly enjoy firing rifles with irons sights, 
especially the M4, of which I wasn’t familiar with. 

The drill sergeant would yell to move towards our 
weapons, then load our 20 round magazine. Once we 
were done, they’d call for us to fire. Our goal was to 
“tighten our shot group.” We were to keep our shots as 
close together as possible. I continuously failed, and 
once the zero range was complete, I still hadn’t zeroed 
my rifle. I had to adapt to aiming to the bottom right of 
my target in order to account for the difference. 

It was time for the first FTX, The Hammer. We 
packed our ruck sacks, and began our march. 

Once we'd finished marching over five miles, we 
dropped our rucks, and began training. We trained 
with our rifles by low crawling, high crawling, bear 
crawling, etc. We were also taught combat medical 
care, 9 line Medevac, radio etiquette, knots and 
building lean-to’s, and more. We then secured our 
rucks and began marching, until we dropped our gear 
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once more and began “pulling security.” We set up 
our M4’s on top of our ruck sacks in a circular 
formation and pointed the barrels into the woods, 
guarding the center. This extremely long circle 
encompassed our “camp.” I passed the time by talking 
with a fellow soldier, Flemming. While talking, we’d 
learned of a rumor that the drill sergeants were 
planning to test our situational awareness by popping 
out of the woods and throwing smoke grenades. This 
rumor was most likely sparked by the M68 smoke 
grenades we'd seen previously while marching up to 
the area. We talked for hours about his wife and my 
girlfriend, and our lives back home, what our goals 
were. I spent the night staring into the dark woods, 
waiting for something to happen. I had a two hour 
fireguard shift twice that night, marching around the 
camp in the freezing cold monitoring everyone and 
ensuring they stayed awake. 

Sure enough, when the sun rose we slowly began to 

realize the drill sergeants weren’t up to anything. We 
secured our gear and began marching back to our 
platoon lines. 

I continued to struggle with PT throughout my time 
in basic training. Many of my “battle buddies” took it 
upon themselves to help whip me into shape by 
coaching me. They’d instruct me to do as many push- 
ups at a time as I could physically handle, up until I’d 
reached 150 each day. This rigorous training yielded 
great results, and my PT score for the push-up and sit- 
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up events increased dramatically. However, much to 
my disdain, I continued struggling miserably with the 
run. Many of them continued pacing me during runs 
and helping me build my strength. 

The most difficult challenge I had to face in basic 
combat training was the rappel tower, named “Victory 
Tower.” Victory tower is a tall, vertical tower that 
stands just over 40 feet tall. As soon as we walked up 
to the gravel lot next to the wall, I began panicking 
internally. I had never tested my fear of heights before, 
and I quickly realized that today would be the day. 
Once the sergeant first class on duty had properly 
briefed and instructed us, we began rappelling down 
the practice tower. Before rappelling, I was told the 
practice tower stands just shy of 10 feet tall. Even at 
this seemingly minuscule height, I felt my soul leave 
my body as I stared over the ledge. The practice tower 
was angled slightly, but not enough to simple walk or 
run down the edge without falling. Once I was finished 
with the practice tower, I moved on to Victory Tower. 
As soon as I began climbing the stairs that lead to the 

top, I began trembling. Just the sheer height terrified 
me. Upon reaching the top, there were three trainees 
who were ahead of me. Once they’d gone, it was time 
for me to get this over with. Once the drill sergeant 
ensured I was securely fastened to the rope system, he 
instructed me to look down to the ground and call out 
to the ground guide that I’d be rappelling with my right 
hand. It was only when my eyes met the ground that 
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I’d realized just how far of a drop it was. I began 
panicking. At first, the drill sergeant attempted to 
console me in an attempt to calm my nerves enough to 
take that first step. However, I couldn’t stop myself. I 
kept panicking, I was shaking and trembling. Finally, 
the drill sergeant began losing his patience. “Come on, 
Ruedlinger! This is getting ridiculous! If you can’t 
tackle this, how are you going to defeat ISIS?!” The 
company commander had stepped up to the top to 
watch. “Come on, you’ve got this. That first step is 
always the worst!” Finally, I leaned back, putting my 
faith in the rope. The feeling of falling into a horizontal 
position 40 feet in the air was enough to make my soul 
leave my body. I quickly rappelled down the wall, too 
terrified to spend any more time on the wall. Once I hit 
the ground and was unfastened from the harness, I 
briskly walked away from the wall, trembling, and 
never looking back. 

The Anvil is the second FTX event in which we were 
to march about 10-15 miles on foot with full gear. 
During the March, we went up hills covered in deep 
sand, which posed a much greater challenge than one 
might expect. The sand made it harder to get proper 
footing with each step, and would burn out our leg 
muscles quickly. During the march, my boots were 
rubbing against my heels. After a while, they began to 
bleed, until the blood soaked through my thick combat 
boots. Many of the other trainees were complaining 
that their boots were rubbing their feet raw. One 
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trainee’s ankles, heels, and toes looked like they’d 
been severely lacerated. This was due to the civilian 
workers that had issued our gear to us during our stay 
at 120th Reception Battalion. They didn’t take into 

account what the trainee’s shoe sizes were, or what 
felt comfortable on their feet. This being their error, 
there was nothing we could do to reconcile it. We had 
to keep pushing. 

When we finally settled down for the night, we 
dropped our gear and drew our E-Tools (entrenchment 
tools) from their sheathes and began digging. We were 
partnered with one other trainee, and were tasked 
with digging a foxhole. Once we’d dug a sizable 
foxhole, we carefully positioned our rucks into the 
lower portion of the holes and rolled out our tarps to 
prepare for sleep. 

Towards the end of The Anvil, we’d arrived at the 
grenade range. We were lined up and given general 
instructions and a safety brief. Then, once we were 
properly lined up, we were given dummy grenades. 

“Thumb to clip, twist pull pin!” Once I had 
completed those two steps, I threw my grenade. “You 
cooked it.” the staff sergeant supervising me said. 
“What do you mean? I let go of the handle?” I asked. 
“You nudged the handle and cooked it. It could’ve 
gone off in your hand. You need to learn to throw, too. 
Go over to the throwing area.” 

There in the practice throwing area, staff sergeant 
taught me how to properly throw a grenade. 
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“Did you play sports growing up?” “No, sergeant!” 
“Well, you’re gonna learn today.” After throwing 
multiple fake grenades, I ran through the dummy 
grenade range once more, and passed. 

Once we were done, we were lined back up outside 
the range and marched back to the company. Once we 
had returned from the anvil, I was able to truly assess 
the damages to my heels and feet rather than just 
applying bacitracin and praying. My heels had bled 
clean through my combat boots, leaving small red 
stains. My socks were soaked. I had it second to worst. 
A trainee named Windbigler soaked his socks in pure 
blood. His toes looks as though someone had torn 
them open with the swipe of a knife. 

The drill sergeants took notice of how bad our feet 
were and realized it was out of the ordinary. We 
confessed that the civilians that were handing out our 
boots had forced each of us to accept the wrong size. 
The drill sergeants stormed off and went straight to the 
central issue facility to straighten them out, and we 
each got new boots. 

While at the range one day, I noticed the iron sight 
on my M4AI was broken. I panicked, wondering how 
this could’ve happened. I remembered the previous 
night, during one of the fire guard shifts I heard 
someone slam a couple weapons against our bedposts. 
Realizing that someone had broken my iron sight, I 
went to inform the drill sergeant. He immediately grew 
angry with me. “*#$&@ Ruedlinger! You’d better hope 
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to God the maintenance truck comes around or 
you’re paying for that &!$@#&$ $&@E£!” 

Infuriated, I started mumbling under my breath. 
“Stupid $&%@! I’d like to kick his %#&* I’m so mad.” 

One of the trainees heard me, and somehow 
assumed I was wanting to kill the drill sergeant. He 
reported me, and after we’d marched back from the 
range, my platoon’s Drill Sergeant called me to 2nd 
Platoon’s lines. 

“Ruedlinger! Come with me!” Without questioning 
him, I complied. I grabbed a battle buddy and followed 
my drill sergeant to the van. I wasn’t sure what was 
going on, and was very confused. “Is there something 
wrong drill sergeant?” I asked hesitantly. “You 
threatened to kill a non commissioned officer and I’m 
taking you to complete a psychiatric evaluation.” 

At this point, I panicked. I hadn’t any clue what this 
could entail. Come to think of it, what is he even 
saying?! I didn’t threaten a soul. All I did was angrily 
mumble to myself about taking the fall for someone 
breaking my iron sight. 

Once we’d arrived, we entered the building and 
walked up to the window. Once the drill sergeant 
explained why we were there, the lady working the 
front desk gave me a dirty look and handed mea 
clipboard of paperwork to fill out. Once Id filled it out, 
they called me back and began the evaluation. “Do you 
have any homicidal or suicidal thoughts?” “No ma’am.” 
I replied, knowingly lying, but for the truth. 
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“You're here today about an incident involving your 
drill sergeant, is that correct?” The doctor asked. “Yes 
ma’am.” “Ok. So Ruedlinger, tell me, what happened 
that made you want to kill your drill sergeant?” 

“Someone broke my iron sight on my rifle in the 
middle of the night, and when we were at the range 
the drill sergeant screamed his lungs out at me over 
something that wasn’t my fault. I got it fixed, but I just 
mumbled under my breath that I was mad. I didn’t 
mention anything about killing, or even hurting 
anyone.” After I’d defended myself, I spoke with the 
doctor for about another hour or so until they’d 
reached a conclusion on my case. “You said you’re 17, 
correct?” “Yes ma’am.” She glanced over my file, 
which was open on her monitor. “Oh, you just turned 
17. You're a baby, what are you doing in the military?” 
“My recruiter made the retirement benefits sound 
better than they probably are. Retiring comfortably at 
37 sounds very enticing. And I’ve always wanted to 
serve.” 

“Well, it’s obvious to me that you’re a very young, 
healthy boy of sound mind. You're all good here.” She 
said with a smile. I thanked her for her time and left 
promptly. Once I’d returned to my platoon lines, I 
joined the rest of the company in doing physical 
training. We were in the middle of doing push ups 
when two of my battle buddies got up and left. Finding 
it strange that our supervising drill sergeant hadn’t 
cussed them out, I turned to watch them walk away. 
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They were walking toward a military police vehicle 
that was now parked beside our company area. After a 
short while, I was pulled from the PT session and 
brought to the company area, just outside of First 
Sergeant Gallardo’s office. 
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Chapter 2: 
BECOMING A SOLDIER 


“Be somebody nobody thought you could be. It will hurt. It will 
take time. It will require dedication. It will require willpower. It 
will require sacrifice. It will push your body to its max. But 
quitting is not an option.” -Anonymous 


An MP (Military Policeman) walked up to the 
company lines, just in front of where I was standing. 
The man was dressed in full kit, a walkie on his bullet- 
proof vest. He was bald, not much taller or larger than 
me. The drill sergeant finally broke the silence. 
“Private Ruedlinger, this gentleman wants to speak to 
you regarding the incident that occurred on the 
range.” “Yes, drill sergeant.” I blurted out those words 
as though I were a well-trained dog. The drill sergeant 
then walked straight through the doors of First 
Sergeant’s office, leaving me to talk to the MP 
personally. 

“So, your name is Ethan Ruedlinger?” “Yes sir.” “And 
I was told you threatened to kill one of the drill 
sergeants in your company after an incident occurred 
at the shooting range?” “Yes sir, but I didn’t threaten 
him. I mumbled under my breath about being annoyed 
that my iron sight was broken.” I said, my voice 
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growing shaky. A million thoughts began racing 
through my mind. Was I going to be thrown in the 
brig? Would I be court marshaled? The MP, noticing 
that I was beginning to panic, got closer to me, and put 
his hand on my shoulder. “Listen, from what I can tell, 
you seem like a normal kid. How old are you?” “17 sir.” 
“Well I say you’re fine. These are all mind games. It’s 
their job to break you down to your core and build you 
back up, ok? Don’t let it get to you too bad. Don’t take 
anything they say personally, they’re just doing their 
job. I know it’s hard at times, it’I] seem personal more 
often than not, but I promise you, it’s not.” 

“Thank you, sir.” “Thank you for your time.” 

Once the MP had left, the drill sergeant returned and 
instructed me to head to the barracks. 

One day, while performing PT on the running track, 
a trainee collapsed. Meanwhile, I was running back to 
the barracks to quickly use the latrine (restrooms.) I 
was scolded by the drill sergeant for doing so, and 
quickly ran back to the track. Once I’d returned, there 
was an ambulance parked on the street next to the 
track, and paramedics were swarming the tracks. “Is 
everyone ok? Does anyone need help?” I asked, very 
clearly concerned. “It’s Lievens, he’s having a seizure.” 
Lievens died on the track, drill sergeant Locaspino ran 
to him and tried to bring him back. Eventually, the 
paramedics revived him. When the drill sergeant 
passed Lievens on the way back, he looked us dead in 
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the eyes and said “That was scary, I haven’t seen 
eyes like that since Iraq.” 

Considering they’d confiscated my M4A1 and placed 
it on its shelf on the company arm’s room following the 
accusation of me contemplating murder, I was lucky 
I’d already qualified at the range. My highest score was 
a 26/40, just one or two points from sharpshooter. 

Close to the end of each basic training cycle, trainees 
from each platoon can design shirts and hoodies that 
represent their platoon, and their time in basic combat 
training. Our platoon was tasked with designing our 
own T-Shirts with platoon logos, as well as the names 
of all of our battle buddies. One trainee came up with 
the idea to create a design of an angel of death with 
wings made of spent brass, and skulls on graves 
labeled with the names of our drill sergeants. We all 
agreed to adopt the design, and we were quite satisfied 
with it. 

Thanksgiving was here, and we were heading to the 
DFAC for what we thought would be a regular dinner. 
Once we'd entered the doors, we found our company 
commander, first sergeant, and each of our drill 
sergeants in their dress blues serving up delicious 
thanksgiving meals consisting of ham, Turkey, mashed 
potatoes, gravy, stuffing, pies, and candies. I was 
caught completely off guard, as I would’ve never 
thought they’d allow trainees to eat anything other 
than what they normally serve in basic combat 
training. I went through the line, getting plenty of 
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delicious food that I was very excited to eat, and 
generously thanking each of my drill sergeants for 
serving me. After I’d sat down to eat, halfway through 
my meal, a trainee drew my attention to the DFAC 
window. “Look out there, Rudy! Charlie company’s 
running, and they’re throwing up everything they just 
had!” I began to grow nervous as I’d watched Charlie 
Co run until they’d thrown up their Thanksgiving 
dinner. “They won’t do that to us, right?” I asked 
nervously. “Of course they will! Why do you think 
they’re serving us sugary foods? It’s a test to see if we’ll 
take it, and if we do, they’ll smoke us until we throw 
up the sugar we’ve eaten.” I panicked. Were they really 
going to do this to us on a holiday? I knew they would. 

The third FTX is known as The Forge, and consists of 
a very long, grueling ruck march, with our ruck sacks 
packed to the brim with at least 90lbs. (As per what 
our drill sergeant said.) There is also a live fire 
exercise, in which we were to crawl under several feet 
of barbed wire with bullets wizzing over our heads and 
bombs detonating around us, to simulate a high-stress 
combat environment. Training also involves a land 
navigation course, as well as hand to hand combat 
training and pugil fights. army.mil states; 

“The "Forge" is a grueling, 96-hour, cumulative 
training exercise that puts week-seven trainees in a 
grueling road match as they encounter a multitude of 
combat and logistical scenarios. ‘It's essentially a 
crucible,’ said Capt. Jedidiah Schlissel, D Battery, 1st 
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Battalion, 31st Field Artillery commander. ‘Tt increases 
their mental toughness because they probably never 
imagined how tough this would be.’ Indeed -- the final 
event of Forge is a rite of passage ceremony where- 
trainees put on their berets for the first time in BCT, 
symbolizing that they are now Soldiers.” 

The morning of the start of The Forge, I gathered my 
ruck sack, IOTV with my plates, my FLCK, and my 
camel back, and we all ran downstairs to toe the line 
and greet the day. I was mortified, considering I’d 
heard of how grueling the next few days would be. I 
knew I wouldn’t have my rifle, considering the fiasco 
I’d endured at the hands of my battle buddies that I’d 
trusted a bit too much. The temperatures were said to 
be in the low 20°F’s to mid 10°F’s, as per our drill 
sergeant’s weather report on his Iphone. We were to 
begin marching in minimal gear, with nothing but 
OCP’s and our ruck sacks. Our IOTV’s and FLCK’s were 
tossed in the drill sergeant’s vans, and they were to 
follow us along the March. If we fell behind the van at 
all, we’d be disqualified, marked as a failure and 
recycled to the next Basic Training cycle. There were a 
number of trainees in our platoon who were recycled 
multiple times over the span of a year, causing me to 
feel horrible anxiety brewing in my stomach over the 
thought of that being my fate. I was determined to 
make this FTX, I was determined to “embrace the 
suck” to the very end, to become a United States 
soldier. 
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“FOWARD...” our platoon’s senior drill sergeant 
screamed. “MARCH!!!” “Left, left, left, right left!” 

We were off, marching into the unknown. I hadn’t a 
clue what lay ahead, what challenges I would face. All 
I’d been told was that we’d be up for about 5 days 
marching anywhere from 30-50 miles. Up to this point 
during my time in basic combat training, I’d been 
writing letters to my then girlfriend, we’d been 
together since we were both 16. We began talking on 
September 13th, 2017. From then on we were in love. 
My heart always felt warm at the thought of talking to 
her. I spend spend long hours talking to her, I would 
stay up until 3am just chatting away. We would talk 
about each other, our lives, our families, our plans for 
the future. We were young and in love at 17. Things 
were going great between us, she wanted to marry 
once I’d graduated from AIT. While in basic, I would 
send her anywhere from 1-4 letters every day. I had a 
plan to meet up with her for the first time in December 
after the Forge during Fort Jackson’s Christmas 2018 
block leave. She was what kept me going. Knowing that 
I was going to see her for the first time got me through 
some of the most difficult challenges I’d faced in Basic 
Training. 

We marched on until sundown, when things starting 
cooling off even more. The freezing temperatures felt 
as though they’d dropped to sub-zero. Occasionally, on 
the side of the trails we were marching, there would be 
a large street lamp affixed to a loud generator that 
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would light up the night for at least 300 feet. We 
were marching for hours, seemingly an eternity. As I 
marched, my body began to heat up, until I felt like I 
was sitting in a sauna, in the middle of the frozen 
woods of South Carolina. We passed shooting ranges 
that were occupied by other basic training companies. 
The entire march quickly grew boring and mundane, 
as we were practically waiting for the “Night 
Infiltration course,” which was described to us as a 
training exercise that simulates a high-stress combat 
environment, in which your goal is to infiltrate a base 
under the cover of darkness. I was growing more and 
more weary with each passing second. Random and 
unexpected changes in the terrain repeatedly caught 
us off guard, forcing us to adapt. The most brutal of 
these changes is when the ground becomes a giant 
sand trap for the sole purpose of destroying your 
calves. 

We began to head through a clearing, and eventually 
reached large sand pits that were covered by barbed 
wire. We were instructed to crawl through the pits and 
under the wire, without getting cut, to make it to the 
other side. We climbed in and low crawled, high 
crawled, crawled on our backs. Once we’d made it past 
every barbed wire pit, we reached a small field of grass 
in the middle of the forest. In the center of this field 
was a wooden pedestal, and upon further inspection, 
I’d noticed that there was a Sergeant First Class sitting 
down on the pedestal. “Today, you will all have a go at 
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NIC At Night, or, the Night Infiltration Course.” he 
said very menacingly, as if he was attempting to instill 
fear, or a sense of unease into the trainees that stood 
before him. “This is a dangerous training exercise that 
is meant to push you to the limits of your abilities. This 
training will simulate a combat environment, to get 
you accustomed to the stresses of war.” Up to this 
point, I still didn’t know what to expect from this 
particular training exercise. “So far, no trainees have 
been killed during the night infiltration course. Just 
don’t stick your head above the barbed wire and you 
should be fine. Also, don’t try to save anyone if they 
get stuck on the barbed wire. Leave them be, because 
you'll get stuck, and it’ll cause a chain reaction. Your 
drill sergeants will eventually free you should you get 
stuck. Remember; DO NOT stick your head above the 
wire!” 

We began marching through a clearing in the woods. 
Wooden walls appeared ahead of us as we continued 
marching. I began to come to the realization that we 
were heading towards a wooden trench. It was as if 
we’d been transported back to World War I. Suddenly, 
loud pops and bangs could be heard in the distance, 
and we heard bullets wizzing by. Gunfire! There were 
tracer rounds flying overhead, lighting up the night sky 
above us. Before I had time to think or react, the drill 
sergeants threw me over the wall. I kept my head 
below the barbed wire that lined the area just above 
my head. I was low crawling through cold, wet sand in 
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almost complete darkness. Although not frozen, the 
sand was cold to the touch, cold enough to completely 
numb both of my arms. Every round that flew 
overhead made a wizzing noise. Bombs were 
detonated around the towers where the guns were 
firing. Most of the trainees were either yelling, visibly 
terrified, or appeared to be unshaken by the whole 
ordeal. I continued low crawling, eventually becoming 
more concerned about my arms getting frost bite than 
my potentially imminent death. As I continued 
crawling, a trainee beside me became entangled in the 
barbed wire and struggled to extricate himself without 
injury. “RUDY! HELP!” I had no choice but to ignore 
the horrified cries of my battle buddy. I continued to 
low crawling through the cold, wet sand, as the pleas 
of my fellow trainee grew softer and more distant. I 
continued crawling, until eventually, I’d reached the 
end of the Night Infiltration Course. We awaited the 
other trainee’s completion of the course, and 
regrouped, preparing to continue on our long and 
arduous ruck march. 

My arms continued to be completely numb 
throughout the night, as they were soaked with wet 
sand. 

As we continued marching throughout the night, the 
strength of our minds were pushed to their very limits. 
The sand traps placed strategically on our path made 
rucking much more difficult. At one point, it seemed as 
though we were asleep while our brains were 
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autonomously functioning to keep us marching 
throughout the night. As morning came, we began to 
slow down, until we came to a halt in a clearing to the 
side of the path. The drill sergeants informed us that 
we would soon be conducting a second “Land Nav” 
training exercise. They handed us sticks of green, 
chalky paint. We were to paint our faces green for 
camouflage, and navigate the woods using 
measurements on our map called “grid squares.” We 
could calculate which grid square we were in by 
adding up the amount of steps we’d taken, and we 
used a protractor to draw lines on our map to navigate 
the harsh terrain of the South Carolina forest. We were 
exhausted and mentally drained. 

Once we completed our land nav exercise, we threw 
on our rucks and marched on. The next night, we’d 
marched into a clearing where an obstacle course was, 
in which we had to run and jump over tall wooden 
bars, as well as crawl under more barbed wire. We set 
our rucks down, and began running, jumping, and 
crawling. There were three obstacles in which you had 
to climb at least 10 feet to a ledge and pull yourself 
across, which seemed dangerous, and to me, 
terrifying. Once I’d climbed up on the first obstacle, I 
immediately froze. I was terrified. “Come on, 
Ruedlinger!” The drill sergeant screamed, clearly 
wanting me to hurry. “I believe in you!” He said in a 
monotone, nearly sarcastic tone of voice. Terrified, I 
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quickly made it across. The sweat we’d secreted on 
the course quickly froze to our uniforms once we’d 
marched back to our rucks. We marched on through 
the ice cold night. I was so exhausted I began 
hallucinating. I was seeing very strange things that I 
knew didn’t exist in reality. One hallucination I can 
recall in particular is that of a strange, hairless dog-like 
creature that spoke to me with an almost disturbing 
voice. The creature was dirty and mangy, and had 
long, sharp teeth, and red eyes. It kept screaming 
“HELLO!” each time I shut my eyes. I knew it was only 
a hallucination, but it didn’t make it any less 
unsettling. 

Once we’d marched nearly five days, we were 
marched to Hilton Field, on which our graduation 
would take place. Considering I hadn’t passed my 
physical training test, I couldn’t participate in the 
practice run of our graduation. I had to sit and watch 
nearly every other trainee march across the field. The 
amount of pain I felt in my chest in that moment was 
immense, I felt like a disappointment. I felt as though 
I’d failed not only my family, but my country. After 
enduring the freezing temperatures, marching on 
through the night in the harsh terrain, pushing 
through my throbbing blisters and back pain, the 
thought of losing disgusted me. The though of failure 
made my stomach tie itself in knots. I couldn’t bear to 
consider such a possibility. ’d ran so many miles, I’d 
done so many push ups. I’d worked so hard to get to 
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this point. Refusing to give up, At 17 years old, I’d 
pushed myself beyond the limits of my mind and body. 
I dug deep into the bottom of my soul and pulled every 
ounce of strength to the surface to push through the 
toughest challenges. Was it all for nothing? 

Once the practice ceremony was complete, we 
regrouped and began marching back to Delta 3-39’s 
company area. Or so I thought, at least. 

Once we’d marched back to the battalion, off in the 
distance, the bright-red morning sun was rising from 
behind the trees. We were marched directly to the 
battalion DFAC, where we had a very hearty breakfast 
of pancakes, waffles, syrup, eggs, bacon, biscuits, 
sausage, potatoes, and cereals. We had a multitude of 
delicious foods in celebration of our victory over The 
Forge. First Sergeant Gallardo and Captain Lance were 
there to personally congratulate us all on our 
successful completion of the toughest obstacle in Basic 
Combat Training. After finishing our meal, we were 
dismissed to head back to the barracks and sleep. I’d 
slept like a baby, enjoying every second as if I were 
hibernating. 

I hadn’t written any letters to my girlfriend for five 
days, nor had they had mail call for a week. They 
called us to the platoon lines to gather our mail. 
“Ruedlinger!” The drill sergeants said. “Ruedlinger!” 
Each time they called my name, they would throw 
each piece of mail toward me. “Ruedlinger!” I had 
received ten letters, six of which were from my then 
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girlfriend, Cristina, and four of which were from my 
parents. 

I later replied to each of them the best I could with 
the slight amount of free time we were given in the 
barracks. The drill sergeants then took us in buses to a 
facility in which we would purchase plane tickets. 
Every Christmas, each soldier serving at Fort Jackson is 
sent home on holiday block leave, and we were to 
choose where we were going for Christmas. I was 
originally going to head home, but decided to instead 
spend the holidays with Cristina. At the time, I felt as 
though it would be the better option, considering I 
would soon spend plenty of time back home once we’d 
lived on base together anyhow. I booked a round-trip 
flight to Bakersfield, California, set for December 19th, 
2018. 

Up to this point, I hadn’t told my parents about 
Cristina, and was deathly afraid to. I feared their 
reaction, I didn’t want them to hate me, or disown me, 
or think I was trashy. By my line of thinking, I believed 
they would become infuriated upon learning of her 
because we were dating online. And God only knows 
what would happen if they found out I was using a 
pound of stamps to write her letters. One day, First 
Sergeant called me into his office. My mother had 
called my basic training company through Red Cross, 
and requested to speak with me regarding my block 
leave. She wanted to know why I was going to 
California instead of Indiana. The First Sergeant raised 
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his voice, telling me to pick up the phone and talk to 
my mother. I picked up the phone and answered, 
telling her that I was going to visit my girlfriend, 
Cristina. She immediately broke down. I hung up the 
phone, trying to cope with the sudden rush of 
emotions coursing through my mind and chest. 
Perhaps it would’ve been the right decision to take my 
leave in Indiana? I continuously reassured myself that I 
had made the right decision. 

The time had come, it was Fort Jackson’s Christmas 
block leave. The previous day, we’d mopped and 
cleaned the barracks thoroughly. Today, we were to 
pack everything we were taking home for the holidays 
into our CIF issued duffel bags. Once we’d finished, we 
were all taken to our company area and sorted into 
lines. We stood in line for several hours, and were 
eventually led into the battalion building. I was sent off 
to sit and wait in Alpha’s classroom. After they’d 
passed out our dinner, which consisted of basic 
breakfast items, such as milk and granola bars, I 
waited there until around 12am. I was then ushered 
outside and taken to a bus. We were bused to a gym 
that was full of soldiers waiting to return home. 

The lines in the gym were excruciating to wait in. 
Once we'd gotten our folders, we had to continue 
waiting in the bleachers. I’d finally made it to the 
airport, and the drill sergeants gave us step by step 
instructions on how to navigate said airport. Once I got 
on my flight, I felt relieved, but sad. It was a bitter- 
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sweet moment. I’d failed my army physical fitness 
test run event multiple times, and I may not have any 
more chances to pass. All my hard work and 
dedication may have been for nothing. However, I was 
afforded the opportunity to finally see my girlfriend of 
over a year. I wanted to hold her and love her. That’s 
all I could think about. I missed calling her and hearing 
her voice each and every day. Her words of 
encouragement would get me through the toughest 
times. Not a day went by where we wouldn’t talk, often 
times until midnight. She was my world. My stomach 
was churning. I was so excited to finally be with her 
and to spend time with her. 

I continued to ponder these things while staring out 
the window of my plane. I had 6 hours left at least. 

I was much less nervous about this flight than my 
first, albeit still terrified. Before my flight had landed, I 
decided to text Cristina, as I had been all night, to ask 
wether I should change out of my uniform prior to 
meeting up. She replied that it didn’t matter, and to 
just keep it on. 

Finally, I’d landed in the Bakersfield, California 
airport. 

As I walked out into the lobby of the airport, I 
realized I was thirsty. I walked over to the concessions 
counter and tried buying a Dr. Pepper. The man 
behind the counter, seeing upon seeing my uniform, 
refused to accept payment for the drink. “Just take it. 
It’s ok. Thank you for your service.” “Are you sure?” I 
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replied, feeling awkward and horrible about taking 
something for free. “It’s fine.” He said with a smile. I 
thanked him for his generosity, and headed back to the 
lobby, where I waited. Though my wait was short in 
minutes, it seemed as though an eternity was passing 
me by ever slowly. She texted me, letting me know that 
she’s be arriving shortly. I began to grow shaky and 
nervous as anticipation built. I was terrified, my 
anxiety shot through the roof. Finally, she entered the 
airport. I was ecstatic to see her. I was too afraid to 
even walk up to her and hold her hand. She was much 
shorter than I’d anticipated, but of course that didn’t 
bother me in the slightest. 

She walked me out to the van her family had driven 
there in, and I met her family. Her father wasn’t very 
happy that I was there, which was different from the 
impression she’d originally given me. He wasn’t 
particularly fond of me, mostly because he had a 
preconceived notion that I didn’t have good intentions. 
I stood up to him when he gave me grief, and he 
seemed to admire that. We became good friends, 
talking and carrying on for hours. He would later come 
to consider me his own son. 

Her father had us walk into a 7/11 and order a pizza. 
We grabbed it to go and continued down the road. The 
area we drove through seemed sketchy. However, I 
knew it wasn’t a great neighborhood, she’d previously 
confessed it was a ghetto area. The entire time we were 
driving, I was staring at her awkwardly. I felt love for 
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her, I wanted to hold her, but I wasn’t brave enough 
to so much as hold her hand. Once I’d eaten my pizza, 
her family took me to a hotel. I booked a room, it was 
the first time I’d ever booked a hotel room on my own. 
When the receptionist sat us down at the computers to 
log my contact info, Cristina followed. Once I’d 
finished up on the computer, I was waiting for the 
receptionist to return. I stared at her hand, wanting to 
hold it, and attempting to build up the courage. I’d 
never even held a girl’s hand, nor kissed anyone. Right 
as I was about to reach my hand out to hold her’s, the 
receptionist returned. “Ok, you’re all set. Enjoy your 
room.” I dragged my suitcase and army issued duffel 
bag to the elevator, and Cristina and her sister 
followed. They simply wanted to check out the room 
and make sure it was suitable. Once I’d made it up to 
my room, I organized my suitcase and duffel bag. I 
nearly folded and placed my Army OCP Uniform and 
Belt on the chair. Cristina hugged me, and we said 
goodnight to each other. She and her sister left, and I 
was left alone again. I took a bath that night, and all I 
could think of was how wonderful of a person she 
seemed to be. I already felt an intense amount of love 
for her, it felt as though we’d known each other our 
whole lives, despite only being together for around 2 
years. 

The next day, her father dropped both of us off at the 
mall. We walked around a clothing store and 
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pretended to be interested in various assortments of 
clothing and garments. Her friends eventually showed 
up, and we toured the mall. We visited several stores, 
and took photos in a photo booth. 

Me and Cristina went off alone, eventually ending up 
in Target. After walking around the target and buying 
candy canes, we went to the back of the store which 
housed an indoor Starbucks. We ordered some coffee 
and sat down. It was the first time I’d ever ordered 
from a coffee shop, particularly Starbucks. We would 
stare at each without saying a word. It felt as though all 
we needed in that moment was each-other. 

After meeting back up with her friends to have pizza, 
spent the rest of the evening away from them at a table 
in the food court, talking and carrying on. I felt the 
sparks, it it seemed as though she felt them too. She 
seemed like an amazing person. Smart, funny, witty. 

Once it got past 10pm, we parted ways, and I headed 
back to my hotel room. I decided to take a bath to 
relax my muscles. While relaxing in the hotel tub, I 
pondered where my life was heading, and what sort of 
things ’d accomplish in the coming years. I wasn’t sure 
if I’d pass basic training, as I had yet to pass a single 
APFT, which is a requirement for graduating. I was still 
devastated at the thought of not graduating. But I felt 
happy, now that I was with the girl I wanted to marry, 
my problems seemed to have melted away. It was as 
though they were lifted off of my shoulders, albeit only 
for a short while. 
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I spent the next day alone in the hotel. Cristina was 
busy, although I can’t recall with what. The next day, 
we went on a date to the bowling alley. Cristina had 
never been bowling, so I taught her. It seems like we 
laughed and carried on the entire night. I found out 
she becomes extremely hyper on coffee when I bought 
her one. When we parted way a for the night, I felt an 
overwhelming sadness churning in my gut. I never 
wanted her to leave my side for another second. The 
time I’d spent with her was like a dream. Days seemed 
to melt together as time itself soared by like an eagle. 

On Christmas Eve 2018, Cristina brought me to her 
grandmother’s house for dinner. Her grandmother was 
a kind, gentle soul. She made pozole, it was the first 
time I’d ever tried authentic home cooked Mexican 
food. “What is it?” I asked curiously. “Just try it!” “I 
want to know what it is first!” I said, chuckling. “Try it 
and Ill tell you!” Reluctantly, I took a bite of the dish. 
It was delectable. “It’s hominy and spine.” “Well, that’s 
not that bad.” I said, knowing full well I’d consume 
several bowls by the end of the night. I’d had a horrible 
Halloween and Thanksgiving away from my family, but 
at least I had a great Christmas. 

We spent New Year’s 2019 together at her 
grandmother’s as well, staying up and eating delicious 
authentic Mexican food until the clock hit 12:00am. 
“Happy New Year!” Everyone shouted. 

Once the gathering was over, I had to say goodnight 
to Cristina once again. I was dreading the idea of flying 
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back to South Carolina to finish out basic at Fort 
Jackson. I didn’t want to leave her, and considering I 
had AIT that would last 22 weeks, it would be an 
eternity before I’d see her again. And sure enough, it 
was time for me to fly back out to basic. She was 
already tearing up on the way to the airport. My heart 
was hurting so much I almost felt numb. I’d just fallen 
in love with her, and now I was leaving. But I had no 
choice, I couldn’t go awol or I’d be court marshaled. 

Once we'd arrived at the airport, her father decided 
he should take a photo to keep with us while we’re 
apart. I was wearing a shirt she’d given me. It said 
“Ethan & Cristina.” 

We sat holding each other in the airport lobby, 
waiting on the plane to begin boarding. She decided to 
come back to the boarding area with me, and 
continued to wait with me. Eventually, the attendant 
called for me. “All active duty military personnel can 
board now.” I wanted to say goodbye, and since there 
were only two other passengers boarding, I asked to 
have a couple more minutes. The attendant agreed. 
With tears in my eyes, I said goodbye to Cristina. She 
was crying hysterically. As I walked up to the plane, I 
turned to wave goodbye one last time. An employee 
walked up to the counter and asked the attendant what 
my problem was. He replied in a sarcastic tone “He 
had to say goodbye to his girlfriend.” But she wasn’t 
just my girlfriend. She was the woman I wanted to 
spend the rest of my life with, and she wanted to 
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spend her life with me. After boarding the plane with 
an embarrassing look of crying on my face, I sat down 
at my seat and gained my composure. It was all over 
now. I only got to spend two weeks with her, and it 
may be several months before I’d get to see her face 
again. But one thing was for certain, if I was going to 
spend such a grueling length of time away from 
Cristina, I was going to make it worthwhile. I was going 
to pass that APFT with flying colors! 

I sat staring out of the plane window, deeply 
dreading returning to Fort Jackson. I hated the thought 
of even seeing the drill sergeants again, or even a 
uniform for that matter. Civilization looked so strange 
after being on base for so long. Civilian clothing 
appeared alien to me. 

Once the plane touched down at the airport, I 
decided not to make the same mistake I made on my 
way to the reception battalion. I went and bought the 
largest Hershey’s bar I could find in the airport. While I 
was vehemently scarfing down the sugary treat, a 
group of children walked up to me and handed mea 
letter. “This is for serving our country.” “Thanks.” I 
said awkwardly. I still felt as though I hadn’t done 
anything for my country yet. Being thanked and 
honored felt strange and undeserved. 

My battle buddy, Jean, was staying in a hotel right 
outside of the airport in Columbia, South Carolina. I 
called him up, and he asked me to stay with him until 
we had to head back to basic. I agreed, and began to 
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exit the airport. However, a drill sergeant stopped 
me dead in my tracks. “Where are you going, private?” 
He asked sternly. He looked down at the shirt Cristina 
gave me, and his tone quickly became light and 
sarcastic. “What the hell are you wearing?” He asked, 
chuckling. “It’s a T Shirt my wife gave me.” I replied 
hesitantly. “Well, you should be heading that way, not 
towards the exit. Get moving.” “Yes drill sergeant!” I 
said. I utilized the USO Lounge and relaxed for a while. 
A soldier walked in and informed me that they were 
serving us dinner upstairs. I took a couple plate fulls 
and went back to the USO. 

After boarding my next plane, the flight dragged on 
for what seemed like an eternity. The entire time I’d 
been flying, me and Cristina were texting each other. It 
was the only thing that could pass the time on a trip 
back to hell. 

The time had come. I’d arrived at my basic training 
battalion once again, and this time, I was determined 
to do everything in my power to obliterate the army’s 
physical standards. After nearly 9 weeks of hard basic 
training PT, grueling distance runs, hill sprints, 
hundreds of push ups and sit ups, dozens of pull ups, 
and several beautiful single-leg overs, (the final stretch 
that typically closes out a PT session.) it was finally 
time to take my last Army Physical Fitness Test. It was 
a freezing cold, windy, and foggy morning. The dew 
was on the ground, and we could see our breath in the 
air as we stepped outside the barracks. We toed our 
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platoon lines and prepared ourselves for the first 
event; push-ups. “Ready, set, go!” The drill sergeant 
yelled. “One, two, three, four, five, six, seven.” I 
counted every push up I did, every click of the push up 
counter. I was determined to make it to 42. “Nineteen, 
twenty!” I knew my arms were beginning to reach 
muscle failure. I assumed the authorized resting 
position for about five seconds. Realizing I could very 
well fail by taking my time, I assumed a straight 
posture and began pumping out rapid-fire push-ups. 
“Thirty, thirty-one, thirty-two, thirty-three-” I 
continued pushing as hard as I could. I refused to give 
up, no matter how badly the muscles in my arms were 
screaming at my brain to give in to the temptation of 
giving up. “Thirty-nine, forty, forty-one, forty-two, 
forty-three, forty-four, forty-five-” I nearly collapsed. 
“Come on, one more! One more!” “Forty-six!” I 
immediately fell as my arms caved. I’d done it! I hit 
forty-six! It was four more push ups than I needed to 
pass! The sit-ups were never an issue for me. Once the 
sit-up event was over, they tallied 76 sit-ups from me. 
Now, it was finally time for the ultimate test, my main 
dilemma. The two mile run. I’d trained for weeks, 

pushing my body beyond limits I never thought were 
possible to surpass. All of my hard work and 
dedication all led up to this point. 

As Imade my way up to the two mile track, I tooka 
deep breath, repeatedly telling myself I’m ready. My 
company commander, Captain Lance, was standing 
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with two of the drill sergeants, ready to watch me 
run. “Ready, set, GO!” The drill sergeant screamed. I 
began running at a steady pace, attempting to 
maintain proper breathing techniques to avoid burning 
out my endurance early. I continued to run, slowly 
exhausting my energy. “Go Ruedlinger! Come on, 
push! Don’t f****** quit on me!” The drill sergeants 
screamed each time I passed. “Two laps!” I was 
already worn out, I was panting and gasping for air 
with each breath I took. I hadn't come this far to give 
up! I hadn’t come this far so I could return home and 
listen to my family call me a failure or a low life. I 
thought of Cristina, and how I would let her down if I 
failed. I thought of the things we could do together and 
the life we could live if I could just make the 15:54 mark 
on this two mile. 

“Four laps!” The drill sergeant screamed. I was 
almost there! I looked down at my watch. 12:34. “Come 
on! Come on!” I yelled. Once I’d rounded the bend, I 
made one final push to the finish line. I took off in a 
full force sprint and shot straight past the drill 
sergeant. I was physically and mentally exhausted. I 
nearly passed out, gasping for air. I was seeing black 
spots swirling around in my vision. I stopped my watch 
at 16:40. Did I stop it a minute late? Two minutes? How 
much time had passed since I hit the finish line? I 
began to feel an overwhelming feeling of anxiety 
brewing in the pit of my stomach. I was terrified that 
I’d failed. The drill sergeants hadn’t called out my time! 
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I fell back into formation with the rest of the group, 
and we marched back to platoon lines. 

“Ruedlinger!” The drill sergeant called. “Yes drill 
sergeant?” “Come into the first sarnt’s office to see 
your results.” I entered First Sergeant Gallardo’s office, 
nervous and attempting to prepare for a let down. 
“Well Ruedlinger, you passed. Congratulations! Once 
you walk across Hilton Field, you’ll officially become a 
soldier!” The amount of excitement and happiness I 
felt in that moment can’t be put into words. I went 
back upstairs into the barracks. 

To prepare for graduation day, we began to pack our 
things. I gathered my toiletries and equipment and 
placed them in my duffel bags. We had to turn in our 
CIF issued equipment, which included our JLIST gear, 
our IOTV’s, our plates, and our FLCK’s. While turning 
in the last of my JLIST gear, the sergeant noticed my 
gloves were missing. He gave me an opportunity to 
search for them so I wouldn’t be charged. I rummaged 
through my locker in the barracks, but to no avail. I 
paid $27 for a pair of JLIST gloves. Luckily, nothing else 
was missing, and I would later discover those gloves 
stuffed to the bottom of one of my duffel bags, which I 
still own to this day. 

We woke up bright and early one cold, foggy 
morning in early January of 2019. I threw on my OCP’s 
and dashed straight downstairs and toward our 
platoon lines. The drill sergeants briefed us on 
graduation, explaining that we were to spend the next 
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two or three days practicing. They wanted us to 
appear sharp and uniform for the full duration of the 
ceremony. We began to march toward Hilton field. We 
could see our breath in the air as we marched in even 
lines. One of our drill sergeants began singing his 
favorite cadence. “I’m a steam roller baby! And I’m 
rollin’ down the line!” 

We continued until we diverged from the road and 
began marching through a grassy field. Although it was 
a freezing cold January morning, the sun was shining 
brightly across the field, illuminating it in beautiful 
shades of green. Suddenly, the drill sergeant called 
out: “DOUBLE TIME!” We began running in formation, 
in OCP’s, towards Hilton Field. I quickly began to feel 
sharp pains in my heels where I’d gotten blisters 
during The Anvil, but I refused to give up. We 
continued double timing, darting straight toward the 
field. Once we’d arrived, the drill sergeants explained 
that we were to hide behind the tree line in formation 
and await our signal to begin marching forward for the 
family day ceremony. For graduation day, were to 
recite the soldier’s creed, sing the army song, and 
march. We ran multiple practice runs until First 
Sergeant Gallardo and our company commander were 
confident in our performance. 

Family day for out battalion began on 01/16/2019. On 
family day, we are to go through a ceremony, and be 
released for the day to spend time with our families 
before our graduation the following day. I wasn’t sure 
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if my parents were even going to show up to my 
family day and graduation. I’d written them a few 
letters detailing where they were to go and what they 
should do, but I’d sent them a bit too late for them to 
receive them prior to my graduation. It was another 
cold January morning when we walked behind the 
field and into the forest. 

We fell into formation awaited the command to 
advance. Suddenly, we heard loud grenade explosions, 
followed by clouds of smoke. 

During my walk through the smoke clouds, upon 
hearing the music and cheering, I’d realized 
something. God has my back; God saved me from 
killing myself, God saved me from becoming a 
horrible, despicable human being. He saved me from a 
life of never attaining the status of a United States 
Soldier. He saved me from the shame and 
embarrassment of failure, and the consequences of a 
life of being alone and neglected. ‘I ought to give him 
much more gratitude than I have.’ I thought to myself. 

As the smoke grew thicker, my eyes began burning. 
My lungs felt as though they’d micro dosed the CS gas 
of the CBRN exercise. Once the smoke had cleared, we 
spotted the bleachers. Thousands of people; family 
members of our fellow soldiers, were cheering from 
their front row seats. I immediately noticed music 
playing in the distance. As we approached the center 
of the field, the music grew louder. The sound of the 
battalion command sergeant major finishing up his 
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speech could be heard booming across Hilton Field. I 
began to recognize the lyrics to the song. 

“It's time to strap our boots on, 

This is a perfect day to die, 

Wipe the blood out of our eyes, 

In this life there's no surrender, There's nothing left 
for us to do, 

Find the strength to see this through!” 

The song “Soldiers” by Otherwise was echoing over 
our ranks as we marched towards our adoring families 
in an orderly fashion. I began scanning the bleachers 
up and down for my family, but to no avail. I wasn’t 
quite sure they’d even made it to my graduation; 
perhaps they were unable to find the field? 

Once we'd reached a path directly in front of the 
bleachers, the drill sergeant leading out formation 
called; “Platoon, HALT!” 

After a short speech by the battalion commander, we 
were released for family day. My friends, Jean and 
Gomez, were waiting with me on the field. Once again, 
I scanned the crowded field for my family, but to no 

avail. I began to panic. If they hadn’t made it, was I 
to stay in the barracks until the graduation ceremony? 

Finally, my family appeared in front of me. It was as 
If they’d materialized into thin air. They’d found me 
while I was still searching for them, and I’d completely 
missed them. You'd figure I wouldn’t be so oblivious 
after 10 weeks of rigorous situational awareness 
training. I’d simply chocked it up to depression and 
ignored it. 
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“Hey!” They called out. My two nieces immediately 
bolted toward me and embraced me in a rib-shattering 
hug. My father stepped in front of me and told me he 
was proud of me. He hugged me. My mother had tears 
in her eyes as she walked toward me. She hugged me, 
saying she and my father were both very proud. The 
happiness and fulfillment I felt in that moment far 
outweighed the pain, distraught, and feelings of failure 
I’d endured during the first dry run of our graduation. 

I spent the day with my family, who didn’t seem as 
interested in the army’s culture as I was. I eventually 
concluded that the only way you can truly understand 
army life is by living it as a soldier. You can’t 
understand the banter or dark humor of soldiers as an 
army family. Only the soldier truly understands the 
bond he shares with his comrades. 

My beret wasn’t shaped properly, I hadn’t bothered 
perfecting it as I figured I wasn’t going to graduate. I 
was self conscious about it my entire graduation. 

Using my phone for the first time in months was a 
strange experience. An object I’d once utilized on a 
daily basis now seemed so alien; like a piece of 
futuristic technology straight from a science fiction 
novel. My old life of spending nearly 24/7 at home, 
alone and schooling, seemed like a foreign concept in 
retrospective. 

Once family day had come to a close, and my nieces 
went back to their hotels, my parents dropped me off 
back at 3-39’s Battalion area, where I found Delta’s 
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company barracks. I figured I had one last night in 
the barracks and I was home free! My belongings were 
already neatly packed in preparation for leaving Fort 
Jackson the following day. As excited as I was to leave 
that dreaded hellhole, I was still dreading my official 
graduation ceremony. I was terrified of screwing up in 
front of my family and my battalion commander. The 
simple thought of performing the ceremony in front of 
anyone made my stomach churn. 

As I laid my head to rest that night, not only had I 
been pelted by an anxious mind, but I couldn’t help 
but ponder my future. Would me and Cristina really 
marry and have a happy life together once this was all 
over? Would things end up working out? 

“The Soldier’s Creed!” Our drill sergeant screamed. 
We all shouted back in unison: “The Soldier’s Creed! I 
am an American Soldier! I am a warrior and a member 
of a team! I serve the people of the United States and 
live the army values! I will always place the mission 
first! I will never accept defeat! I will never quit! I will 
never leave a fallen comrade! I stand ready to deploy, 
engage, and destroy the enemies of the United States 
of America in close combat! I am a guardian of 
freedom, and the American way of life! Iam an 
American Soldier!” 

Once we’d finished reciting the soldier’s creed, we’d 
moved on to The Army Song. A band led by a high 
ranking Warrant Officer played the music to The Army 
Song. The ceremony was incredible. I wore my dress 


62 


blues and beret, sporting my newly acquired 
National Defense Service Medal on my chest. As of this 
day, I was officially an American Soldier! When the 
ceremony was over, I went with my parents, brother, 
sister, and nieces to take some photos. My father told 
me how proud of me he was. My mother came to me, 
crying her eyes out. Even my brother mentioned he 
was proud of me. I hadn’t received that sort of praise 
before for anything I’ve done, it felt like a cultured 
shock. My nieces were ecstatic to see their uncle once 
more. As the day drew to a close, I began to head to 
the hotel that mom and dad were staying in. My 
brother left the graduation a bit earlier than expected 
considering it was so cold his ears were turning 
purple. 

I spent a night in my parent’s hotel room. The next 
morning, we were up bright and early. I’d been 
assigned to Fort Gordon 3-69 Signal Corps Battalion 
Ath Platoon. I was to report there by January 19th, 
2019. The drive wasn’t as long as we’d originally 
anticipated. Driving from South Carolina to Georgia 
isn’t very difficult. Upon arriving, I checked in with the 
drill sergeants on duty, and they gave me the run down 
on how things work. I was put on swing shift for 
classes. I was to report every morning for physical 
training, then I would have my afternoons off to sleep 
and grab lunch. Then in the evenings we were to 
report to formation outside of our barracks, and March 
to the DFAC. We would eat a hearty meal, then head 
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straight to our 25U class. There were also three 
“phase badges”, each of which were to be worn on 
your OCP pocket at all times, that could grant you 
special privileges to make your time in AIT more 
bearable. There was the white phase badge, which was 
given to you upon arrival at AIT. A white phase badge 
Means you're at the bottom level, you can’t get into 
any on base restaurants or leave the base. You can’t go 
anywhere without checking in with the drill sergeant 
and getting written permission, as well as having a 
battle buddy with you. A yellow phase badge meant 
you were a bit higher up on the privilege scale. You 
could go out to eat on post, among other things. And 
finally, an orange phase badge meant you had all the 
privileges of a soldier with a yellow phase badge, and 
you could obtain a weekend pass and leave post with a 
battle buddy as well. These, of course, were all very 
appealing for a soldier who’d spent 10 weeks cooped 
up in TRADOC so far. 

The drill sergeant explained to me that, since I’d just 
arrived with my parents on a Saturday, I could be given 
a weekend pass to spend a little time recuperating 
from Basic Training. I agreed promptly, and she 
granted my pass. My parents drove me off of Fort 
Gordon and back to the little motel we were staying in. 
asks ahead. Secretly ahead. And rightfully so... 

I continued to pack each of my duffel bags and 
standard issue items into my barracks room. I spent 
the day neatly organizing my wall locker and praying 
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to God the drill sergeant never ransacks it. I placed 
my journal in the drawer, and organized the desk. My 
barracks room was empty, as I was it’s only occupant. I 
relished in the idea of spending my entire AIT 
experience with my own space, finally away from 
everyone. This was, however, a short lived dream. 

The drill sergeant issued me my linens, and I placed 
them on my bed with hospital corners. I tied my 
laundry bag to the end of my bed just as I had in basic, 

and just as the drill sergeant in AIT had instructed. I 
placed an air freshener atop my wall locker in an 
attempt to keep the barracks room air fresh. I went 
with a battle buddy to the PX and purchased a wide 
variety of cleaning supplies, including a swiffer, duster, 
mop, and broom. I wanted to ensure my barracks 
room was clean well kept, regardless of wether or not 
the drill sergeants ever entered for inspection. 

The first two weeks were simple; I would get up early 
and toe the line outside the barracks for PT, then run 
back upstairs and sleep for a few more hours until the 
evening, when I would once again toe the line outside 
the barracks. We would be marched straight through 
Delta 3-69’s DFAC, then we would move on to our 
classes. 

Considering my MOS requires a secret clearance, I’m 
unable to share everything, and what I am willing to 
share is unclassified. 

The first day or two of our classes were easy enough. 
We were familiarized with computer programming, 
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octets, subnet masks, and the various components of 
IP addresses. Our classes would typically last from late 
in the evening until early in the morning. Typically 
around 1:00 AM we would be dismissed by our 
instructor and marched back to our barracks by our 
drill sergeant on duty. The drill sergeant would then 
give us the order to fall out from the ranks, thus 
granting us permission to head upstairs and sleep. 

Since I was on swing shift, it was easy to find myself 
beginning to drift to sleep during the more boring 
portions of the classes. That’s where the gut truck 
comes in. 

The gut truck, as most soldiers refer to it as, is a 

truck that comes by on ranges, field exercises, or 
schoolhouses that is stocked with candy, food, energy 
drinks, coffee, and ice cream, all for sale. It was only 
natural that I would find the solution to my lack of 
sleep at the bottom of a monster can. 

When purchasing food from the gut truck during our 
very short breaks from class, we were to stand outside 
the trailer in which the classes were being held in an 
even, uniform line to browse the truck’s selections one 
at a time. 

During our breaks, we went outside in the freezing 
cold. The temperatures would often reach anywhere 
from 30°F-15°F. We were allowed absolutely no phones 
or anything while attending our classes, aside from a 
pen, notebook, and any other supplies we were 
instructed to bring. Although, a soldier would still be 
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caught with their phones on occasion and subjected 
to the consequences, despite being warned of them. 
During the month of January, it was so cold outside 
that, even though we’re were in Georgia and I’m used 
to frigid Indiana winters, I still couldn’t stand the harsh 
weather we had to endure. It definitely takes nerves of 
steel to ignore the pain that arises when frostbite first 
sets in. 

We continued attending our classes each day and 
working toward getting our yellow phase badges. 
Eventually the days seemed to run together. Life in AIT 
became boring and monotonous, yet simultaneously 
quite difficult and challenging. 

After one of my fellow soldiers from my class began 
to doze off, our Instructor threatened to throw a book 
at our heads if we were ever to fall asleep in his class. 
We attended our first few classes in a set of trailers that 
were within walking distance of our barracks. This 
area was called “Dixon.” We continued learning about 
subnet masks and dissecting them. For one of our last 
classes in Dixon, we wired an Ethernet cable. Most of 
our classes in Dixon, however, consisted of us typing 
different lines of code into a computer to become 
familiarized with the system. Often while on my breaks 
at Dixon, I would stare up into the star-laden night sky 
and ponder my future. It reminded me of the Forge at 
Fort Jackson. When we dug our foxholes, I laid in 
mine, staring up at the moon on an ice cold winter 
night. The vapor of my breath would block my view of 
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the night sky when I exhaled, and I prayed that my 
suffering would one day be worth it. 

PT became a daily struggle. Running would knock 
every last ounce of breath out of my lungs within 
minutes, leaving me gasping for air while black spots 
swirled around my vision. I never became accustomed 
to running, although I somewhat enjoyed strength 
training, the physical fitness aspect of the military was 
always my least favorite, and was ultimately what my 
dread for day-to-day life in the army would stem from. 

Some soldiers were forced to get wisdom teeth 
extractions while on Fort Gordon. Thankfully, mine 
were removed at the age of 13, so this wasn’t an issue. 

As our time at Dixon drew to a close after our first 
few weeks in AIT, our instructor caught one of the 
soldiers in our class as he was beginning to doze off, 
and nearly threw a book at him. Regardless, at the end 
of our last class in Dixon, we were told by the 
Instructor that we were his first class in which none of 
his soldiers fell asleep during their training. 
Considering we were on swing shift, it was completely 
reasonable that we would begin to doze off from time 
to time. The freedom of purchasing that the gut truck 
provided had encouraged my bad habit of eating 
copious amounts of candy and soda. I eventually grew 
tired of it, sticking to monsters to help get me through 
each class without being pelted by the sergeant’s book. 

On weekends I would head to the PX, where there 
were multiple vending machines that were stocked 
with a variety of goodies. 
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Life was generally much easier in AIT than basic 
training, albeit harder in some ways. The DFAC food 
was much better tasting and actually cooked properly, 
with no obvious risk of food borne illness. As my time 
at Dixon with class 026 progressed, I got to know many 
of my classmates. We became friends, keeping each 
other company during that difficult time. A a few of my 
classmates had also attended basic with me. This 
posed a problem, as they were some of the same 
soldiers who'd bullied me. Slowly but surely, everyone 
there in class 026 began to bully me. It was basic 
training all over again. 
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Chanter 3: 
TRIALS AND TRIBULATIONS 


“You keep a lot to yourself because it’s difficult to find people 
who understand. If you want to be strong, learn how to fight 
alone.” -Unknown 


Once we were finished with our classes in Dixon, we 
moved on to a classroom in a different building known 
as “Burkhardt.” This building was torn down as I was 
leaving AIT. There were vending machines in the break 
area of the building. I could tell it was very old, 
possibly built in the 1940’s. We were told by a drill 
sergeant that the inside was filled with asbestos. One of 
our drill sergeants informed us that he’d spent a 
portion of his AIT in this building back in 2004. The 
restrooms were worn down and gross, the sidewalks 
were clearly old. Everything about the schoolhouse 
seemed odd, as though it were abandoned. The 
hallways had an eerie feeling, the lights emanating an 
ominous glow which filled the room with a feeling of 
being watched. Although I never experienced anything 
strange here, it definitely felt as though something was 
wrong with the place. We began attending classes 
there. Every day began as normal; Getting up, heading 
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to PT, coming back home for a shower and sleep, 
possibly grabbing some lunch at the DFAC, then 
waking up to toe the line outside the barracks and 
March to the DFAC, then March in formation straight 
to Burkhardt. The air was cold and crisp, our breath 
would cloud around our faces upon exhaling. Our time 
at Burkhardt was spent learning a multitude of 
important skills pertaining to our MOS. As a 25U, you 
are the “Jack of all Trades”, and the “Master of None.” 

Sometimes, I would take a trip to the PX with my 
roommate and his friend from basic. We would browse 
around the Fort Gordon PX’s wide selection of 
different items. The PX included multiple stores 
arranged in a mall-like fashion with a food court on the 
far end featuring multiple restaurants. We were only 
allowed in the food court with a yellow phase badge, 
although when my parents came to visit, they insisted I 
break this rule by eating lunch with them. I was never 
caught. 

I proceeded to buy an Xbox One, and catch up on 
many of the latest games in my spare time, which was, 
unfortunately, extremely scarce. I bought Cristina gifts 
and bought plenty of water to take to the barracks. 
Any food items or beverages other than water that are 
stored in the barracks in TRADOC are considered 
contraband, and if caught with it, it will be discarded 
by your NCO/Drill Sergeant and you will be 
reprimanded accordingly. I took heed of the drill 
sergeants warnings and ensured any contraband was 
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promptly disposed of prior to entering the barracks. 

The DFAC was typically quiet during lunch hour, so 
long as you entered, ate your meal, and left prior to 
day shift companies arriving. They were obnoxiously 
loud, and for a soldier attempting to scarf down a meal 
before heading to bed, they were an utter nuisance. 

Our DFAC served delicious food and desserts, as well 
as fresh, warm coffee. This was something I wasn’t 
used to after spending time in the field. I absolutely 
loved taking my time in the afternoon sipping on my 
instant coffee and eating my stale cookies. After all, it 
was still coffee and cookies, rare commodities turned 
common. 

As the months rolled on, life began to feel hollow 
and forced. AIT became a difficult test of mental 
strength and endurance for me. It takes strength to 
study and learn military equipment training on 4 
hours of sleep per night. Life in Burkhardt began to 
feel hopeless for many of us. Class 027 was a rowdy 

bunch. They left each schoolhouse they attended 
cluttered, disgusting, graffitied, and messy. They had 
little to no regard for Army Property. This left us with 
the Instructing NCOs’ wrath. We were often given mop 
buckets and told to clean up their messes. There was a 
ridiculous amount of graffiti in the bathroom stalls of 
Burkhardt. The stalls had “bathroom poetry” as well, 
which are poems written in bathroom stalls and out 
houses that describe the struggles of passing feces 
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quite humorously. We quickly grew weary of being 
punished for their messes, and a few soldiers in the 
class took it upon themselves to begin notifying each 
instructor of each new class we attended regarding 
027’s destructive and undisciplined tendencies. 

Each class we attended, the class leader would be 
swapped out. Eventually, everyone has decided that I 
would be the next leader up. Every evening, I was 
responsible for taking a head count once everyone had 
lined up, and reporting any FTR’s. (Failure to Report) I 
used a notebook to jot down any FTR’s, although I 
would usually allot a certain amount of time after our 
hit time before reporting a soldier. Every night before 
we were marched back to the barracks by the drill 
sergeant, the instructors made our class clean the 
schoolhouse. I allocated soldiers to mop the hallways, 
sweep the hallways with brooms, sweep the sidewalks, 
picnic areas, and gut truck area with larger brooms, 
and mop the bathrooms. This was a large workload for 
a smaller class, but we powered through it each night. 
It became routine to expect to have a broom or mop 
handle in hand by the end of the night. The instructors 
were very adamant about us doing our part to keep ol’ 
Burkhardt clean, and of course, during the course of 
any enlisted soldier’s time in the army, they grow very 
accustomed to using simple straw brooms and raggedy 
mops. Janitorial work is practically a lower enlisted’s 
second MOS. After the DFAC, we would always have to 
wait in formation for the drill sergeant to arrive, as he 


74 


would be the one to give the order “Forward March!” 
and guide us to the schoolhouse each evening. I would 
sit on the edge of the sidewalk next to our formation 
area and study my notebook. I took notes each time an 
instructor made it clear that certain information was 
crucial. Life became very boring, yet stressful very 
early on in AIT. The lack of restaurant food for months 
on end, being confined to a barracks room and an old 
classroom, and doing the exact same routine each day 
was mind numbing. And to top it all off, after the first 
week of each class, things became very boring and 
repetitive until we moved on to the next. Many of my 
classmates would nearly doze off from boredom from 
information their brains had already retained quite 
well. One instructor I’d had in Burkhardt, Sergeant 
Garcia, was known as the “nice sergeant.” Many NCO’s 
would give an account of their time serving overseas in 
combat zones, and Garcia was no exception. He 
explained that his father had been killed in the line of 
duty, and that’s what called him to serve. Everyone in 
the class enjoyed learning from him, and would obey 
his every command without question simply because 
he ruled with positive reinforcement rather than anger 
and collective punishment, which was the strategy of 
most NCO’s. 

Our barracks in AIT had CQ (Charge of Quarters) 
instead of Fireguard. We would be assigned shifts by 
our drill sergeants, rotating out every 2 hours. The “CQ 
Runners”, as they were called, were to police call 
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(clean up) the area around the barracks, and ensure 
no one entered or exited the barracks at night. We 
were also to ensure that no females entered the male 
section, and vise versa. The last two CQ runners on 
shift before everyone left for class were to remain 
there until the formation returned later that night. I 
witnessed plenty of soldiers getting away with more 
than they should’ve simply because they were too sly. 
They would hide candy they’d just purchased at the PX 
(Post Exchange) inside their OCP bottom waistband, or 
up their sleeves. They’d even sneak female soldiers in 
the male’s side. I did my best to catch them in the act 
and notify the drill sergeant, but I’m sure they’ve 
slipped past me on a number of occasions. One night, 
as my and my barracks roommate were standing guard 
at the barracks doors around lam, a soldier exited the 
barracks. We questioned him, and he requested to 
speak with the drill sergeant. While awaiting the drill 
sergeant’s arrival, he began talking to us. Eventually, 
he mentioned that he’d previously attempted suicide. I 
looked up from the notebook page I was drawing on, 
and offered my condolences. As mentioned at the 
beginning of this book, I’ve struggled greatly with 
suicide throughout my life. I understand others who 
struggle with depression and suicide, and I can 
sympathize with them. I asked him if he was ok to 
make sure he wasn’t in a dark mindset, and he assured 
me he was doing great. It seemed to me as though he 
was fine as well, Suicide wasn’t something that he 
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immediately brought up either. It was just something 
the conversation lead to, so it didn’t really raise any 
red flags in my mind. Once he’d finished his business 
with the drill sergeant, he quickly marched through 
the door to his barracks room. The next day, I woke 
up, and the day was fairly normal. Once I’d returned 
from lunch chow, I saw there were MP’s (military 
police) positioned outside the barracks, and an 
ambulance outside as well. I kept asking around, trying 
to figure out what was going on. Finally, one soldier 
told me that someone on the bottom floor of the 
barracks had attempted suicide. My mind didn’t make 
the connection, so I went on about my business. Two 
days later, the drill sergeant called us to formation to 
inform us that Ross had passed. Ross was the name of 
the soldier I’d spoken with that night on CQ. My heart 
dropped into my stomach. I was dumbfounded. How 
could he have been so happy the day before, and turn 
on a dime? Of course I understood, but it was hard to 
accept. The drill sergeants forced all soldiers to attend 
his funeral. Many of them felt this was disrespectful to 
force soldiers to attend who were only there out of 
obligation, and decided to stay in the barracks during 
the funeral in protest. 

Another soldier committed suicide in Alpha 
company 3-69. A friend of mine was grief stricken by 
her death. They’d gone through basic training 
together, as well as AIT up to this point. I tried to 
console him, and let him vent to me. My stress levels 
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were through the roof at this point, but I kept going. 
What choice did I have? 

There were a few incidents where soldiers drank 
mouthwash in an attempt to get drunk. The running 
theory was that many soldiers had joined the army in 
the hopes that it would help them overcome their 
alcoholism, considering you’re not able to drink while 
in TRADOC. Many of them just couldn’t handle it, and 
attempted to satiate their desire to consume alcohol by 
drinking mouthwash, believing it contained ethyl 
alcohol. In reality, all bottles of mouthwash available 
from the Fort Gordon PX explicitly state that they’re 
alcohol-free. Thus, these soldiers only poisoned 
themselves. 

I often took many trips to the PX, stocking up on 
essential items, such as cleaning supplies, toilet paper, 
and laundry detergent. 

During my time in Burkhardt, the bullying from my 
“comrades” continued, and even intensified. They 
would call me vulgar names, throw degrading insults 
around and even become violent at times. Things 
ultimately came to a climax when I was cleaning the 
bathrooms in Burkhardt one fateful night. A soldier, 
who’s real name I won’t mention here, was cleaning 
the toilet. He turned around and said something to me, 
and I stepped closer to him, accidentally bumping into 
him. His yellow phase badge fell into the toilet. 
Assuming that I’d purposely thrown his phase badge 
into the latrine, in a fit of pure rage he threw toilet 
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water in my face and slammed me against the wall. 
He proceeded to beat me, and slam my head against 
the wall as hard as he could. He left the bathroom 
immediately after. I fell to the floor with the most 
painful headache I’d ever endured. I was 
dumbfounded, left in absolute shock. I had no idea 
what would’ve driven him to beat me. I continued with 
mopping the halls, trying to contain my bouts of rage 
and tears, but failed. A few of my comrades noticed 
and started to question me. I kept insisting I was fine, 
but they wouldn’t buy it. They noticed the bruises. 
“Did someone hit you?” I broke down and shook my 
head. “Who did this Ruedi? Who was it? Let me know 
and I'll handle it.” Finally, I caved and gave them his 
name. I’m not sure what exactly happened to the 
soldier, but I was informed of the misunderstanding 
and he formally apologized, admitting his mistake. 

Barracks inspections weren’t very frequent, but were 
definitely something to be weary of, especially if a 
soldier frequently smuggled contraband items into the 
barracks. Any food or beverage that wasn’t water was 
considered contraband, and could lead to getting 
“smoked,” or, disciplined by means of physical training 
for hours. During one such inspection, the drill 
sergeants noticed I had placed my basic training 
certificate in a frame. They asked how much it cost me, 
thinking it was too much money to be spent on 
something so trivial. But to me, it was worth every 
penny. I was proud of that certificate, and wanted it to 
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be protected and well cared for. I was honest and 
told them the frame cost $30. I bought it at the Fort 
Gordon PX. They seemed to lose interest after that, 
and moved on to the next barracks room to search for 
contraband. 

During my time in AIT, rather than being forced to 
have my head shaved bald by a barber for $12 a week, I 
was actually able to grow my hair within regulation 

AR 670-1, which is the regulation concerning the 
wear of the US Army uniform. I would get occasional 
haircuts to keep the sides and top trimmed in 
accordance with this regulation, as well as shaving my 
beard every day, to not have so much as a “five o’ clock 
shadow” showing on my face. It was against regulation 
to have any facial hair in TRADOC, and we were only 
allowed to grow mustaches in the “big army,” as the 
section of the army outside of TRADOC was referred to 
as. It was considered the “big leagues,” where actual 
operations were conducted. In order to save money, I 
decided to ask around the barracks to see who knew 
how to cut hair properly. As my mother had suggested, 
perhaps someone in the barracks was skilled with a 
razor and could give haircuts for a small fee. I began 
asking around, and a good friend of mine said he knew 
how to cut hair and agreed to shape mine up. He was a 
Burmese man in his 30’s, he’d escaped the threat of 
communism in Burma. He was so patriotic towards 
America that he decided to write that blank check to 
the government up to and including his life. I allowed 
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him to cut my hair, and needless to say, the results 
were comical. 

Obviously, he hadn’t the slightest clue how to cut 
hair properly. After everyone had a proper laugh over 
the situation, I promptly went to the PX barber to get it 
touched up. 

My parents once again took me out to lunch in the 
food court, despite my white phase badge. This was 
the first time I’d seen my dad with a beard. It shocked 
me, he was always clean shaven growing up. Mom 
snapped a photo and we continued eating. 

As training at Burkhardt continued, we began to 
have more in-depth hands on training with several 
different antennas and radios. During one such 
training exercise, the instructor took photos of us to 
post on the battalion Facebook for our families to view. 

The instructor told us to assume the prone position 
and “defend the area.” 

The sand from that night discolored my OCP’s, and 
was difficult to wash out. Even stain remover was no 
match for the red Georgia sand. 

The “bathroom poetry” that was prevalent in 
Burkhardt began to escalate, until the profanity grew 
into racial slurs. The instructors had finally had 
enough, and forced us to scrub off every last blot of ink 
from each of the stalls. We remained at Burkhardt far 
beyond our appointed hours for swing shift, diligently 
working to mop and clean the hallways, sweep the 
sidewalks and staircases clean of sand, and scrub the 
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writing from the bathroom stalls. Alas, Class 026 
once again soaked up the blame for class 027. 

There were a few occasions on which the platoon 
leaders would push out our hit times for the next 
morning as per usual, except informing us that we 
were to attend a battalion run at 0300. This gave us 
absolutely no time to sleep. Battalion runs included 
each company from 3-69 in one large formation. Bright 
and early, while the daylight was still well hidden 
beyond the horizon, I was standing in formation with 
hundreds of other soldiers, awaiting the arrival of our 
battalion commander. We were all visibly exhausted, 
being utterly annoyed by the very notion that 
leadership would drag us out to a parking lot at O300 
just to do a “morale building exercise.” Typically any 
time the army coordinates a “team building” or 
“morale building exercise,” it will have the opposite of 
the desired effect. Most soldiers would rather jump off 
a skyscraper than run 5 hours before sunrise. 

Due to the trouble I have with running, especially 
sustaining my run, the company commander took an 
interest in me. Much to my dismay, first Lieutenant 
saw to it personally that I would keep up with her on 
runs, and not fall behind. I enjoyed running on my free 
time, but hated the long, drawn out runs that would 
drain my energy and wouldn’t allow me to build my 
endurance. My physical training progress was 
significantly hindered by daily PT, I found that training 
on my own allowed me to focus more on my weak 
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points. But unfortunately, daily PT would rob me of 
my ability to improve. We weren’t even allowed to do 
PT on our own without a battle buddy either, and it 
was quite rare that anyone would want to tag along for 
a PT session. We took one PT test during AIT. 
Surprisingly, I passed with flying colors the first time. It 
confused me, I knew I wasn’t in any better shape than I 
was when I’d passed in Basic. In fact, I was under the 
impression I was worse off considering our PT 
schedule. I was convinced beyond a shadow of a doubt 
that the non commissioned officer in charge of grading 
me and tracking my run time had fudged the numbers. 
He appeared much older than any other soldier I’d 
met. He had bright white hair and years of wrinkles, 
sticking out from his fellow NCO’s like a sore thumb. 
Either way, as far as I was concerned, I’d passed. What 
did it matter at this point? There was no investigating 
the matter, let alone proving it, so I shrugged it off. 

Once we were finished with our long, grueling weeks 
at Burkhardt, we transitioned to our next and final 
schoolhouse. I can’t recall the name. It was a large, 
elongated building with multiple entrances and exits. 
It had plenty of vending machines and hallways that 
might as well have been as long as the highway. 

Upon marching into the hall, we were to wait in 
formation right outside of the classroom. Once I’d 
entered, I saw the computer stations set up neatly at 
each table. I sat down, and our new instructor told us 
to boot up our computers and begin training. Of 
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course, as always, prior to starting our training we 
underwent “death by PowerPoint,” which is an 
extremely lengthy PowerPoint session in which the 
instructors will explain the rules and regulations of the 
building, as well as what to expect from a typical night 
of training at this particular facility. The computer 
booted up with a simulation displayed on screen. The 
simulation was detailed, and allowed us to receive 
“hands on training” without actually working in the 
field. The simulations were somewhat old school and 
had poorer graphic quality than you’d expect from a 
government-created computer simulation, however, 
the more important details of the vehicles and radio 
parts were realistic. We ran through several dozen 
computer simulations, training us with multiple 
different variations of the AN/PRC radio. AN/PRC is the 
beginning of the nomenclature for the radios we would 
typically work with as commo soldiers. While 
completing each simulation, if we were to mess up a 
single step, we would often have to run through and 
retrace our steps until we discovered the issue. This 
method of training proved to be grueling and rigorous. 
Throughout our 3rd week at this new schoolhouse, we 
were brought to another section of the building for a 
new training exercise. The room was filled with 
multiple computer stations, each of which had a paper 
laying beside the keyboard on the desk. Once we’d sat 
down, the instructor explained to us that he would be 
teaching us how to use the computer to run through 
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certain programs, and each station was different. We 
were to become familiarized with each station, as we 
would be tested on each one individually. At first, the 
programs were confusing. I had very little 
programming knowledge, and was trying to soak in 
everything the instructor taught me word for word as I 
typed out what was written on the sheet of paper 
beside me. 

One night, after returning to the barracks from a 
long night of training, I was shocked by the sight I was 
greeted with. I saw the contents of my wall locker were 
once again flipped on the floor and my mattress and 
blankets were off my bed. All of my belongings were 
scattered. This was a common occurrence considering 
the drill sergeants would run through the barracks and 
flip any rooms that didn’t meet their standards while 
we were away at class for the night, but this instance 
was of particular interest. I figured it had to have been 
the actions of certain drill sergeant that was assumed 
to be clinically insane by most of Delta company 3-69. 
The toiletries that lined my sink were scattered, and a 
smiley face was drawn in shaving cream on my mirror. 
(It was especially irritating considering it was a much 
thicker shaving cream than your typical brand and was 
difficult to wipe clean from surfaces after drying.) 

As irritated as I was, I promptly cleaned the mess. 
This was more than an inconvenience, this cut into my 
already short allotment of time I’d set aside for sleep. 

Barracks inspections became quite common. 
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Rumors were soon circulating that there was a 
soldier in the barracks in possession of a full color ink 
printer and was using it to forge fake phase badges for 
spare cash. The drill sergeants caught wind of the 
rumors, and began a full scale investigation. 

We were led out of the barracks bright and early so 
the drill sergeants could conduct a proper search 
through each room of our barracks. While standing 
around and waiting on further instruction, I heard 
rumors circulating through the formation ranging from 
suicides to drug use. No one was quite certain what 
was going on, and we all had our own theories. I 
suspected the drill sergeants were searching for 
something. I doubted the notion that they would flip 
the barracks upside down without a good reason. Sure 
enough, they caught the culprit. They explained to us 
that in another barracks, in Alpha company there was 
a soldier caught with a printer, laminator, and color 
ink cartridges. Once the drill sergeant was ready to 
dismiss us, he warned that any soldier caught utilizing 
the remaining forgeries would be subject to stiff 
penalties. Some soldiers continued to trade, borrow, 
and sell the forged phase badges despite the drill 
sergeant’s warnings. 

Our battalion, and usually our company area in 
particular, would hold events to not only maintain the 
physical fitness and mental fortitude of the soldiers 
assigned to 3-69, but to build company and battalion 
morale. These events, as one might expect from 
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a typical army activity, were almost always 
mandatory to attend. Events would range from hand to 
hand combat training, PT sessions that were 
conducted under the guise of “sports,” and 
occasionally something interesting, such as a drunk 
driving simulator along with a drawn out lecture from 
the battalion commander on the dangers of drunk 
driving. During one such event, they brought a training 
dog out to play with the soldiers and boost morale. 

The dog instantly captured the attention of every 
soldier who was outside the barracks in the company 
area. With most of us not seeing any domestic animal 
for months on end, the dog was a “breath of fresh air” 
so to speak. Something kind and innocent as opposed 
to the life we led as soldiers. It was a good way for us to 
take our minds off of our present situation. As time 
marched on, the testing and training only grew in 
difficulty and intensity. The more confusing the 
programming exercises became, the more our 
instructing NCO’s stressed practice through repetition. 

After repeated success and practically wasting the 
last remaining week, we passed testing with flying 
colors. Now, our only focus was waiting until 
graduation day. This period of time dragged on, 
seemingly for eternity. We’d come so far, only to be 
stifled by boredom while awaiting completion of our 
final stage of military training. During the final few 
weeks, we’d been marched to the graduation hall to 

rehearse the graduation ceremony. 
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Chapter 4: 
THE BIG LEAGUES 


“Being a soldier is more than courage. It’s sacrificing yourself 
for something far greater than yourself. What we have done 
for ourselves alone dies with us; what we have done for others 
and the world remains, and is immortal.” -Unknown 


As graduation day approached, we were all stricken 
with excitement at the thought of finally having our 
freedoms restored after having them forcibly stripped 
for so many months. Our graduation date was set for 
June 19th, 2019, exactly 5 months after our arrival on 
January 19th, 2019. I’d decided to make use of my leave 
I’d accumulated during my time in TRADOC, and 
submitted a request to take a month off after AIT prior 
to arriving at my next duty station. I sat down at the 
desk in the company office and signed into the 
computer with my CAC. (Common Access Card) As it 
turned out, I wasn’t charged leave for my Christmas 
Block leave during basic training. Refusing to correct 
it, the drill sergeant encouraged me to take advantage 
of the situation and use the leave time. I requested the 
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month of June off, placing my leave dates from my 
graduation on June 19th, to my arrival at my next unit 
on July 15th. The drill sergeants began passing out our 
PCS (Permanent Change of Station) orders. Upon 
reading mine, I discovered that I would soon be 
assigned to Bravo Battery 2-44 Air Defense Artillery on 
Fort Campbell. I decided to look up the unit and found 
that they deployed to Afghanistan quite frequently, 
and were preparing to deploy again not long after my 
scheduled arrival. For obvious reasons, this made me 
nervous. I also researched Air Defense enough to learn 
that the unit uses the “C-RAM,” which is a large gun 
that fires at incoming field artillery rounds and 
destroys them before they can strike the area being 
defended. I figured this would mean that I would be 
involved in some form of combat. As nervous as I was, 
I was still excited for graduation. 

The time had rolled around for our last phase badge 
test. I’d had my dress blues dry-cleaned, and used a 
ruler and the uniform regulations in AR 670-1 to place 
my ribbons correctly onto my uniform. I put 
cardboard through the pins behind my ribbons and 
awards to keep them flush against my uniform. I 
tucked my wool blanket into my bed to form hospital 
corners. I tidied up and organized my entire barracks 
room. I shaved my “5 O’ Clock Shadow” and got my 
hair cut into a medium fade at one of the Fort Gordon 
Post Exchanges. Me and my barracks roommate were 
determined to pass this inspection with flying colors. 
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Of course, I’d already had The Army Song, The 
Signal Corps March, and The Soldier’s Creed 
memorized in Basic, so it wouldn’t be an issue to recite 
it. The drill sergeant made us stand outside our 
barracks rooms and await inspection. The drill 
sergeant quickly inspected the barracks, checking my 
hospital corners, wall locker, bathroom, and under my 
sink. Surprised that everything was neatly organized, 
the drill sergeant had passed us. We put on our dress 
blues for the last half of the inspection, which would 
be held outside in the company area under the gazebo. 
I ensured there wasn’t a speck of dust on my uniform 
and that my ribbons, collar ranks, and marksmanship 
badge remained properly aligned, and headed 
downstairs. 

I did as I was told, reciting everything the drill 
sergeant quizzed me on. Sure enough, I’d passed with 
flying colors! Finally, on the 18th week of AIT, with only 
4 weeks left, I had my yellow phase badge! I had the 
privilege of “legally” entering restaurants on post. 

Finally, the time had come for me to graduate Signal 
Corps AIT as a 25U, and be inducted into the Signal 
Corps. As we lined up for graduation, my nerves 
spiked. My stomach began to churn. We were to walk 
across a Stage in an auditorium, state our Rank, Name, 
MOS 25U, and our hometown. We would then walk up 
to the Lieutenant Colonel and the Sergeant Major on 
stage and shake their hands. I assumed the Lieutenant 
Colonel was the battalion commander. 
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We were told beforehand who the top student in the 
class was. They’d be receiving the army achievement 
medal. Unfortunately, my test results throughout AIT 
were only slightly below his. 

Within the halls of the auditorium was a large crowd 
of people gathering. We were ushered in through the 
back prior to the formation of this crowd. Similar to 
my Basic Training graduation ceremony, I wasn’t quite 
sure wether my parents had made it. After the first half 
of the ceremony, which mainly consisted of formal 
speeches, was complete, we were allowed a small 
intermission in which we could enter the halls of the 
auditorium and speak with our families before walking 
across the stage. I eventually found my parents among 
the large crowd. “Are you graduating?” They asked. 
“Yes, why wouldn’t I be?” Iasked. They seemed quite 
proud of my accomplishment. From this day forth, I 
would be a Signal Support Systems Specialist in the 
United States Army. 

During the ceremony, when walking out on stage to 
recite our appointed lines, we were handed two 
certificates. The first being our United States Army 
Cyber Center of Excellence Signal Support Systems 
Specialist Diploma, and the second being our 
Certificate of Signal Corps Regimental Affiliation. When 
it was finally my turn to walk across the stage, I felt my 
heart drop. I was physically shaking. I’d always hated 
attention from large crowds, I had severe stage fright. I 
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marched up to the front of the stage and spoke my 
lines. “Private Ruedlinger, 25Uniform, Elizabethtown, 
Indiana!” My parents immediately screamed “YEAH!” 
And clapped loudly. They’d recorded the event. I 
walked over and shook the Lieutenant Colonel and 
Sergeant Major’s hand. The Sergeant Major patted me 
on the shoulder and quietly told me to relax and that I 
did well. Oddly enough, this put me at ease. And with 
that, I received my diploma and certificate, and went 
on my way. Once we’d made our way across the stage, 
we regrouped and fell into formation. We began 
marching outside, where we met up with the sergeant 
major and recited the “Dog Pound Motto,” which is 
Delta 3-69’s company motto. Once we were finished, 
the drill sergeant dismissed our formation one last 
time, and we were finally free. We walked across the 
street and took photos near the barracks parking lot. 

Once the graduation ceremony was complete, I met 
up with my parents. They helped me pack my 
belongings from the barracks and get them into their 
car. I had duffel bags, my laundry bag, and several 
other items stored in my assault pack and different 
bags. They’d helped me pack my things neatly into the 
car, and with that, we were off. Finally, I could view 
civilization outside of a military installation once more. 
The feeling is always surreal after months of being 
isolated on base. My parents were camping in Georgia, 
and took me back to their camper for the duration of 
my leave. I spent my whole month recuperating and 
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relaxing, trying to prepare myself for arriving at Fort 
Campbell in July. 

I’d hoped that I could marry my fiancé before 
arriving at Fort Campbell. However, this proved to be 
futile. She didn’t have any way to get to Tennessee. I’d 
spent 6 long months away from her, and it would be 
another 2 at least before we’d see each other again. 
This was very difficult to bear at times. I wanted to 
settle down and spend the rest of my life with her. We 
continued talking each day throughout AIT, and while I 
was on leave. 

Once my leave time had been expended, my parents 
packed up camp and drove me to Fort Campbell, 
Kentucky. Fort Campbell is on the Tennessee/Kentucky 
border, so parts of the base are in different states. Once 
I’d arrived, directions took forever to obtain and there 
weren’t many soldiers that weren’t too busy to be 
bothered with helping. I eventually figured out that I 
was to report to the Robert J Kalsu Replacement 
Battalion. Once I’d arrived, I checked in with the NCO 
on duty. He was an older Sergeant First Class who 
looked to be nearing retirement. After checking in and 
being shown my barracks room, I lugged all of my 
baggage upstairs and loaded it into the wall locker. I 
tucked my linens into my bed and made hospital 
corners. After making sure I was settled in, my parents 
left. 

Kalsu was a boring place to be for the most part. 
There was a first sergeant that would hang around the 
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smoke pit during the afternoons and entertain the 
soldiers awaiting their permanent placement on Fort 
Campbell. He had a pathfinder patch, which was rare, 
and would share many of his experiences. 

Each morning at 0400, we ran downstairs in our 
PT’s to the ball court and fell into formation, awaiting 
our orders for the day. PT wasn’t a daily thing, in fact 
PT sessions were typically conducted every other day. 
During our time in Kalsu, we were to attend a series of 
briefings. These would range from MRT (Master 
Resiliency Training) to SHARP (Sexual Harassment 
Assault Response and Prevention.) We’d already been 
briefed on nearly every one of these subjects, and 
were just being given several hours of “death by 
PowerPoint” refreshers that were dulling to the mind. 

We completed each of these as instructed each 
morning. 

The NCO on duty in the barracks left an ironically 
hilarious note on his desk. 

One evening, I was called to CQ. I was to be placed 
on guard duty that was similar to fire guard for a 
period of two hours. The NCO on duty was a Sergeant 
First Class. After noticing how tense I was, he told me 
to relax. We got into a long conversation. He asked 
how old I was, and I told him I was 17. Surprised by my 
young age, he told me he figured I could make Staff 
Sergeant by age 26. The sergeant that typically 
performed barracks inspections walked in. After telling 
me to relax, he proceeded to hold a conversation with 
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me as if we were friends, even going as far as to buy 
me an Arizona Iced Tea. 

When talking with a fellow soldier, I learned that if 
I’d been married prior to arriving at Kalsu, I could’ve 
been placed in a hotel with my wife paid for by the 
army until they could free up on post housing. The 
Soldier I spoke with was an MP fresh out of AIT, and 
was soon heading off to an MP battalion. There were 
several Soldiers at Kalsu who were prior service 
Marines, who’d been corporals in the Corps prior to 
enlisting in the army, and had a rank deduction. They 
were specialists. 

My roommates in the Kalsu barracks came up with 
the idea of driving to Cheddar’s Restaurant and 
ordering some food. We drove down to Cheddars and 
sat down. I ordered a coffee, whereas my roommates 
both ordered margaritas. We talked about a number of 
topics ranging from what we thought of our new duty 
station so far, to Basic Combat Training. 

One of my roommates was wearing a T Shirt with the 
Airborne tab printed on it. As we were walking back to 
the car, group of guys drove by in a broken down pick 
up truck, screaming “AIRBORNE SUCKS!” 

Life was pretty boring during my stay at Kalsu. I 
bought a bike from the Fort Campbell PX so I could get 
around easy, considering I didn’t have a car at the 
time. I bought a water bottle holder, and a 
speedometer for the bike as well. I took my bike off- 
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post to the Wendy’s just off of Fort Campbell 
Boulevard in Clarksville, Tennessee. 

The weather was hot in early August. It had finally 
come time for me to arrive at my unit. I went through 
my wall locker and packed my bags. I ensured I’d 
gathered everything, and went down to the barracks 
office. I sat quietly and awaited the arrival of my new 
platoon sergeant. A few hours had passed, and it 
seemed that the soldiers that were traveling to their 
units by bus were running late. I figured it was most 
likely due to poor management of the bus routes, or 
neglect on the part of the bus drivers. Finally, once 
many of the soldiers had cleared out of the room, my 
platoon sergeant arrived. He drove me to my new unit 
by car. I loaded up my bags, and off we went. On the 
car ride over, I’d learned that the NCO’s nickname was 
Sergeant Rhino. 

Once we'd arrived at 2-44 Air Defense Artillery’s 
battalion building, Sergeant Rhino gave me the grand 
tour of the facility. The building included multiple 
“company offices” for every company in the battalion, 
excluding HHB. There were First Sergeant, Company 
Commander, and Company XO (Executive Officer, 
usually 1st Lieutenant) offices, as well as a platoon 
office for platoon sergeants and platoon leaders to 
conduct their usual duties, as well as counsel their 
soldiers. Once the tour was concluded, the sergeant 
brought me to the barracks, where I was introduced to 
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the barracks NCO’s, and given a room. My barracks 
room was separate from my roommates room, but 
both of our doors opened into one kitchen/common 
area, and one bathroom. I wasn’t particularly fond of 
sharing a kitchen with another soldier, but I wasn’t 
about to make my complaints known to the NCO. I 
brought my bags upstairs and unpacked them into my 
room. I chained my bike up outside the barracks. Once 
I was settled into my new home, I decided to buy some 
much needed supplies from the PX. I’d already had 
cleaning supplies I kept from AIT, but I didn’t have 
everything I needed for a kitchen, including food. 

Once I’d settled into my unit, I was taken to the Fort 
Campbell CIF (Central Issue Facility) to receive my 
gear. I was given a rucksack, arm and elbow pads, a 
new combat helmet, an IOTV (Vest) with bullet proof 
plates, my FLC, IFAC, and canteen, among other items. 
I noted any flaws with the equipment, including frays, 
tears, or dirt, as I would have to report these issues 
upon turning them in when I would PCS or ETS from 
Fort Campbell. 

Each morning on Fort Campbell I was to report to 
the company HQ at 0600 and fall into formation for 
PT. We would wait for First Sergeant to call us to 
attention, giving the command “Company, attention!” 
followed by the command “Present, arms!” We would 
then salute the flag as Reveille played. Then our First 
Sergeant would give the command “Order, arms!” at 
which time we would cease rendering our salute and 
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return to the position of attention. The First Sergeant 
would then release each platoon into the care of our 
platoon sergeants, and our physical training for the 
morning would sometimes be left up to our platoon 
sergeant’s discretion. Other times, the First Sergeant of 
Bravo Battery (our First Sergeant) would take charge 
and bring us all along on a battery run. Once it became 
apparent to the Commander that I struggled with PT 
however, I was quickly singled out, along with other 
soldiers who struggled, and we were dragged along on 
extra long runs, often exceeding 10 miles per day. 
Every day was a run day in this commander’s version 
of “Fat Camp.” Typically the Army will alternate 
between run days and strength training days, as per 
the standard. Unfortunately, 2-44 took things too far 
when it came to PT. 

Life quickly became a living nightmare for me in 2-44 
ADA. Since the battalion was regularly deploying to 
both Afghanistan and Iraq, they were extremely 
stringent when it came to physical training. I began to 
dread mornings, to the point that I would stay up later 
than I should’ve most nights. 

As my fiancé decided to marry me and move into an 
apartment with me, I began making preparations for 
this. It was the only thing I had to look forward to, and 
I was quite excited. I felt like my life was finally coming 
together. I would be able to settle down and have a 
nice life with my soon to be wife. 

I spoke with my parents, and we began searching 
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around Clarksville Tennessee and Oak Grove 
Kentucky for good apartments that are a stone’s throw 
away from Fort Campbell. We eventually found one in 
Oak Grove that was a simple one bedroom apartment. 
It had tile floors and no carpet. It had a dishwasher, 
but no garbage disposal in the sink. It didn’t have 
much space in the cabinets, either. The property 
management company that was overseeing the 
building, GVA apartments, was asking for $694 per 
month for the apartment. After spending a day looking 
at different apartments, I finally decided to go with the 
one in Oak Grove. My parents gave me furniture, tools, 
and cooking utensils and supplies. I bought several 
items to help bring the apartment together and feel 
more like home. 

Even though I’d moved my things into my new 
apartment, because I wasn’t yet married, I had to 
continue living in the barracks. 

One foggy morning in early August, instead of PT, we 
fell into formation in our OCP’s. We were headed to 
the range to “qual” (qualify) with our M4A1’s. We 
received our weapons from the 2-44 Arms Room, 
strapped our IOTV’s and ACH’s on, and loaded our 
gear onto the LMTV (Large Motor Transport Vehicle) in 
preparation for range day. Once we took off, the 
sergeant that was in charge of driving the LMTV began 
swerving left to right in an attempt to startle his 
passengers. It had the opposite effect, we began 
chuckling at his apparent stupidity. 
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Once we’d arrived, we had to wait several hours 
before we even began. We’d arrived much too early, 
well before the crack of dawn. At around 0900, we 
marched up to the range and loaded our mags. 

Soon, the cackling of gunfire filled the range, the 
smell of gunpowder rising from each of our 
positions.The heat was scorching, and I could feel my 
heart beating incredibly fast. After I successfully 
qualified and stepped off the range, I began to worry. 
My chest was hurting, and guzzling copious amounts 
of water from my Camel Back wasn’t helping. I refilled 
my Camel Back at the Water Buffalo multiple times, 
however, the pain in my chest only worsened. (A 
Camel Back is a device soldiers wear on their back that 
contains water that can be consumed from a hose 
protruding from under the wearer’s arm, and a Water 
Buffalo is a large water tank that soldiers can refill their 
water bottles or Camel Backs from, and they’re 
typically brought to field training exercises.) As the 
pain worsened, I began to see black spots swirling 
across my vision. I sought medical attention, and was 
brought to the Medic’s truck. They examined me, and 
decided the best course of action was to give me an 
electrolyte solution and keep me out of the Sun for a 
while by allowing me to stay in the shade of their van. 

They informed me that I was now a heat casualty. 
This meant that I’d had a minor heat stroke and would 

be prone to future heat-related injuries. 

After returning from the range, my gear was 
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saturated with mud and wet sand. It was stained 
with blotches of dirt, and took weeks to come clean in 
the laundry. Some of the gear had to be scrubbed 
clean, considering I knew how issues would arise at 
CIF when it came time for me to return my gear. I 
figured if I’d made it this far, God certainly must’ve 
been looking out for me. 

My fiancé finally flew out from Bakersfield, California 
and met up with me and my parents at the Nashville 
airport. My parents noticed that when she arrived, she 
didn’t run up to me and hug me or show me any sort 
of affection. My parents both found this odd and, with 
this being a bad first impression, began to suspect she 
either wasn’t in love with me or was faking it. Of 
course, I truly loved her, and as love does, it blinded 
me enough to look past any warning signs or flaws. I 
hadn’t even noticed any thus far in our relationship. 
We'd spent long nights talking on the phone, often 
until 3-4am. Having her come live with me was an 
adjustment, but a pleasant one. Once my parents 
brought us to our apartment, we finished setting things 
up. We moved in any remaining items she’d brought. I 
was happier than I’d been for as long as I could 
remember. I wanted to eventually settle down with 
her. 

On the day we married, I put on my US Army dress 
blues. They were a bit tighter on me than they were in 
basic, considering I’d gained a bit of weight. She wore 
a white shirt and white pants. She made it clear that 


101 


she hated wearing dresses, and despite my mother 
attempting to get her to pick one out from a 
department store, she refused. I, of course, went along 
with it. I wanted this day to be special for the both of 
us, and if this is what it took, so be it. My parents drove 
us to the quiet little rural town of Cadiz. Kentucky. 
There, they’d found the pastor of a local Church who 
was willing to conduct the ceremony. We headed down 
to the courthouse and visited the Real Estate 
Department, which was the department that issued 
marriage licenses. We each filled out our information 
and obtained an official marriage license. We then 
went to the Church of the pastor. Deciding that it 
would be more serene to have the wedding outside, as 
the pastor suggested, we took a stroll down to the 
“Prayer Garden.” It was there that we said “I Do”, 
under the shade of the trees. The Kentucky heat was 
still burrowing into our skin. 

When the ceremony was over, my father handed the 
pastor some cash as a thank you, and we went home. 

During the ceremony, my ribbons on my dress blues 
were out of order. My squad leader in 2-44 hadn’t a 
clue what our dress blues were supposed to be 
adorned with, so I simply arranged the medals I’d 
earned onto my uniform in accordance with AR 670-1. 
However, I ordered them improperly. 

After the ceremony, we walked through different 
antique malls around Tennessee with my parents, and 
eventually arrived home. 
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Life was amazing. I’d finally found someone who I 
could share my life with. Someone who I felt 
understood me. Life in 2-44 progressively became 
more and more difficult to handle. Between horrible 
leadership and slack-off soldiers, it made it hard for me 
to find the daily courage needed to continue being the 
most squared away soldier I could be. 

When I’d arrived at Fort Campbell in July, I’d taken a 
PT test and passed the push up and sit up event, but 
failed the run. My run time was 22 minutes. Now, here 
in August 2019, it was time for me to have the test 
administered by my unit. After preparing for several 
days, the time had finally come for me to push my 
body to its physical limits. I scored high in both the 
push up and sit up events. I then stepped onto 2-44’s 
running track. I stretched my legs thoroughly, and with 
confidence, I began my run. I started off with a steady 
pace, focusing on controlling my breathing. After what 
seemed like eons, I passed the quarter mile marker. “I 
just have to pass the half mile marker.” I thought to 
myself. When I began approaching the end of the 
track, I had to turn around. The Specialist that ran the 
supply room was posted at the end of the mile long 
track for accountability, to ensure I’d truly ran the full 
length of the required two mile run. Once I was 
cleared with her, I did a quick about face and double 
timed toward the next quarter mile marker. When I’d 
come close to the finish line, I used every available 
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ounce of strength I could possibly muster to dart 
forward. I shot past the finish line and stopped. 
Panting, with black spots once again swirling around 
my vision from the hard run, I asked the NCO 
administering the test for my run time. “22 Minutes.” 
He said disappointingly. I thought back to the previous 
day, when they’d made me run over 5 miles. I knew I 
would’ve shaved at least three minutes from that time 
if ’d had a day of rest prior to the test. 

“Ruedlinger, you’re being counseled for failure to 
complete your physical training test with a score of 60 
in each event, 180 total, and for your failure to 
maintain the Army’s physical standard.” 

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I knew I had to 
run the wind out of my lungs every other day if I had 
any hope of making my last attempt at passing the 
APFT worth it. “Your physical progress will be 
monitored, and your next APFT will be administered 
30 days from today’s date. Sign your counseling form 
here.” 

I began running 2-44’s track every other day. Our 
company commander decided it would be a great idea 
to round up each APFT failure and height and weight 
failure, and force them to do double the PT each 
session. We began running ten miles per day, each and 
every day, even on strength training days. This was a 
ridiculous amount of exhausting physical exercise, and 
could be considered hazing due to the Army’s 
regulations regarding rest days prior to PT tests, as 
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well as alternating between run days and strength 
training days. 

With my wife’s support, I continued training hard. I 
put my heart and soul into every run, unable to even 
sustain a running cadence due to my inability to 
control my breathing past exhaustion. I ran 
everywhere, from hill sprints to long distance runs. My 
wife encouraged me greatly, noting my progress. She 
would greet me at the door to tell me she’s proud of 
my hard work each day I came home from PT. Once I’d 
arrived home from morning PT, I would shower and 
change out of my PT’s and into a fresh set of OCP’s. On 
Mondays, aptly named “Motorpool Monday,” I would 
then leave and head to the Motorpool to perform 
PMCS (Preventative Maintenance Checks and Services) 
on my assigned vehicles belonging to Bravo Battery 
2-44. On regular days, I would show up to the area 
assigned to me by the platoon sergeant prior to 
dismissing the final PT formation. 

Things were going great between my wife and I at 
first. We would go to the local Regal Theater in 
Clarksville, visit different restaurants in the area, 
explore local parks. We made the most of the Army 
life, keeping each other as close as possible and 
cherishing every moment. 

When my parents moved from Elizabethtown, 
Indiana, to a small home in the countryside of Paris, 
Tennessee, Cristina and I came to visit. The town of 
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Paris has its own Eiffel Tower, which seemed to be a 
major tourist attraction, as the Eiffel Tower park in 
which the tower was located was frequented by both 
locals and out-of-towners alike. 

I kept in touch more with my parents in the coming 
months than I had in a year, which was comforting. My 
platoon sergeant, after my final official APFT I’d take in 
the army, left our battalion, and was replaced by an 
older Staff Sergeant who seemingly had a vendetta 
against any soldier under his command that he 
deemed less intelligent than him. He had a superiority 
complex, a large ego. An anti social regulations junkie, 
he was determined to square away our platoon. None 
of us were able to “sh*tbag,” as it was called, meaning 
we couldn’t skip out on formations, show up in the 
wrong uniform, or late, etc. It seemed our platoon was 
held accountable in a higher regard than any other 
platoon in the battalion. We were thoroughly 
scrutinized, and anyone who’d dare question our chain 
of command’s authority on any level received a formal 
counseling. Although we were squared away, this “iron 
fist” style of leadership led to many soldiers becoming 
fed up, and purposely getting chaptered from the 
Army, or otherwise discharged. As in my case, of 
course, there was to be no leeway given when it came 
to APFTs. 

In September of 2019, I missed my final APFT run 
time by 6 seconds. I scored a 16:00, instead of the 
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required 15:54 for my age. I was told I was going to 
be chaptered from the army. The process would take 
nearly a year, however, so I continued my service like 
normal for many more months. Due to my chapter, I 
was placed on Rear Detachment, the division of 2-44 
ADA that wasn’t deploying. The rest of my unit was 
deploying soon to both Shindand and Bagram, 
Afghanistan. 

While running 10 miles per day, I felt my body 
slowing beginning to break down. I had developed shin 
splints, and would visit Byrd Clinic frequently in an 
effort to get the unit’s medical provider, a Captain, to 
take it seriously and try to treat it, or at least reduce 
the pain. However, I had no such luck. My right hip 
and back began aching every day, and this made it 
harder to do physical activities. I would later learn it 
was due to permanent injuries sustained from 
excessive running. 

With me and my wife living in our first apartment 
together, I gained extremely valuable life experience. 
Paying rent and utility bills on my own for the first 
time, I learned the ins and outs of adulthood. We were 
happy, young and in love. I wanted to settle down and 
start a life with her once I was discharged from the 
army. 

Im September 2019, me and my wife began 
exploring more of Oak Grove, Kentucky; and 
Clarksville, Tennessee. We visited Billy Dunlop Park. It 
included a large parking lot and a trail leading to a 
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sizable creek, where we would swim and enjoy the 
warm weather. There were also restroom facilities and 
a playground for kids. Every night after work for nearly 
the whole month of September, we drove out to Billy 
Dunlop Park and basked in the warm sun and crisp, 
cool water. She was born and raised in Bakersfield, 
California, a city situated in the desert of Southern 
California. Rain and wildlife are rare there. I, being 
raised in the middle of the woods and growing up with 
keen knowledge of the outdoors, I’ve seen my fair 
share of wildlife, rain, snow, tornados, and even some 
strange noises and sightings in the woods. 

Me and my wife Cristina would visit Starbucks often. 
Our first few dates, besides the mall and the bowling 
alley, were grabbing a nice piping hot cup of coffee on 
a cool winter night in Bakersfield, California while 

laughing and carrying on, enjoying each- 

other’s company. When spending time with her, the 
world around me became trivial. She was my 

everything, and everything I did each day was to 
make her happy and help her settle down comfortably 
into our new life. 

The Army began taking a hefty toll on me. I came 
down with Bronchitis and was taken to Blanchfield 
Army Community Hospital. After bloodwork and an 
examination by a doctor, it was determined that strong 
antibiotics and some rest would be the perfect remedy 
to ease my symptoms until the illness cleared. My 
squad leader, Specialist Foreman, and my Platoon 
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Leader, 2nd Lieutenant Hanao, came by to check up 
on me. Foreman was one of the only superiors I ever 
had in the army that I felt treated me with respect. His 
leadership style was built on positive reinforcement 

rather than fear and hatred. During my lunch 
breaks, I would always come back home to our 
apartment to greet my lovely wife at the door and cook 
up my lunch, which always consisted of cheap ramen 
noodles pan cooked and served with little to no water, 
just soft noodles bathed in that trademark powdered 
chicken broth that I grew accustomed to, and 
admittedly, fond of. Looking for something to do 
during these breaks, my wife introduced me to the 
popular show Naruto. At first, I didn’t think I would 
enjoy it, but every day when I’d return home for my 
lunch break, we would watch an episode. This became 
our routine, and was one of my fonder memories. 

Cristina told me she was starting to feel lonely being 
stuck at the house each day by herself, and wanted a 
puppy. After coming home from work for the evening, 
we went to a Petco in downtown Clarksville. She 
decided on a Chameleon. It was an exotic and 
interesting pet, one that she seemed satisfied with and 
excited to start caring for. Unfortunately, she still felt 
lonely. She asked to visit a local animal shelter. I drove 
us to visit, and after “careful consideration,” I was 
practically coerced into adopting two young kittens for 
her. One was all black with a small patch of white 
surrounding it’s lower belly, and the other was a dark 
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greyish hue with a tabby cat pattern marking its 
back. I made sure They were vaccinated and properly 
cared for prior to adoption. The tabby cat was named 
Marco on his adoption papers. The black one was 
named Marlin on the adoption records, but we 
mistook his name for Merlin. And thus, Merlin was 
named. 

Me and my wife visited my home state of Indiana in 
the fall, where we met up with my brother and 
completed a corn maze. We then carved pumpkins at 
his house. 

Things slowly began to devolve into bickering 
between me and my wife. I loved her and couldn’t 
stand to be mad at her in the slightest, but it seemed as 
though she wanted to keep pushing my buttons to test 
my limits. It gradually worsened until one day, in the 
middle of November, Cristina informed me that she 
would be spending a month in Bakersfield away from 
me. I was devastated. I felt my heart drop into my 
stomach. I kept throwing out question after question, 
trying to come to a conclusion as to what went wrong. 
Unfortunately, I had no such luck. Cristina booked a 
flight to Bakersfield, California, and I was left in my 
apartment all alone, and I felt every bit of the 
loneliness creep up on me. Everywhere I looked I saw 
her smile. Her laugh. Her occasionally childish 
behavior that I adored. That day, my heart grew 
slightly colder from the pain of temporary loss, and 
hasn’t recovered since. 
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One weekend, as I was searching online for 
“haunted” locations we could visit near Oak Grove, 
Kentucky, I found Carter Bridge. As I recall, the legend 
roughly states that Carter bridge used to be a hot spot 
of murders. Some killers would commit murders there 
and toss the bodies over the side of the bridge and into 
the creek below, and others were said to dump corpses 
there, only for law enforcement officials to discover 
them later. It’s also said that if you drive across the 
bridge at night, you’ll feel a strange sense of unease. 
You'll see the spirits of the murder victims still roaming 
the woods surrounding the bridge. Some accounts 
state that turning your car off in the middle of the 
bridge and taking your foot off the brake will cause 
your vehicle to roll backwards without any apparent 
cause. I couldn’t verify any information I gathered, but 
I was intrigued nonetheless. I discovered Carter Road, 
the road that “Ghost Bridge” is situated on, was only 6 
miles away from 204 Mandarin Dr. I decided to visit 
the bridge for myself on the night of November 26th, 
2019. The night was quiet, clear skies and crisp, cool 
air. | hopped into my 2010 Ford Fusion SEL and took 
off toward the allegedly haunted bridge. I used Google 
Maps to navigate. After passing a gas station and 
rounding the corner, I noticed I was headed the same 
direction as Billy Dunlop Park. I then made a left off 
the lightly populated suburban street and into the 
dense forest. The road was narrow and worn down. As 
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I approached the bridge, a car came into view. The 
vehicle was still, with its engine and headlights off. I’d 
brought a fully loaded .22 Long Rifle Henry Repeater 
with me to be safe, and I began clutching the weapon, 
not knowing what the intentions of the person/people 
inside might be. As I drove past, the windows were 
tinted too dark to see in. It was pitch black outside, 
with my headlights being the only source of light. I 
glanced in my rear view mirror, and the car’s 
headlights flickered to life. The car began trailing 
behind me. Beyond Ghost Bridge, there’s another, 
more mundane bridge. I used the second bridge as an 
opportunity to turn my car around and see if I was 
being followed. I nervously clutched my .22 while 
watching, not wanting to have to use it. Sure enough, 
the car turned around and began following me back 
toward Ghost Bridge. I turned around one last time on 
Ghost Bridge in an attempt to evade the car and daze 
them long enough to escape. It worked, I drove off 
unscathed with no one following. I decided it would be 
better to visit the bridge during the day in the future. 
When I told my wife what had occurred, she suggested 
it might’ve been human trafficking trying to kidnap 
people dumb enough to wander across the bridge 
alone at night. She might’ve been right, but who would 
even consider kidnapping a large broad-shouldered 
man in an Army uniform? 

As December was coming to a close, I was given 
Christmas 2019 off. I sat quietly in my living room chair 
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alone at home, playing Halo on my little TV that was 
strewn with wires. I’d rarely felt more alone in my life. 
The pain in my chest was unbearable, I had a strong 
desire to be with my wife again that was storming away 
in the pit of my stomach, refusing to give up. 

I received word from my wife that she would be 
undergoing surgery. She had an abscess near her 
spine, and it would require surgical removal. Wanting 
to be there while she recovered, I immediately 
contacted my Platoon Sergeant, and requested 
emergency leave for part of the month of December 
2019. Cristina had told me that she regretted leaving, 
and missed me dearly. My buddy I’d met in the army, 
Dill, drove me to the Nashville Airport, where I 
boarded a flight to Bakersfield. I’d arrived, only after 
my wife’s surgery. I was hoping I’d get there sooner. 
My father in law found a camper that me and Cristina 
could stay in until my leave expired and it was wired to 
the house. While in Bakersfield, me and my wife 
explored her hometown. We visited La Vila restaurant, 
which was a local favorite Mexican restaurant that 
served authentic food. We also visited the local parks, 
and even visited the top of a mountain in Bakersfield, 
where we viewed the city lights at night. Bakersfield 
was a much poorer and more crime ridden town than I 
was used to, but I learned to live with it nonetheless. I 
grew fond of the town, considering many of our 
memories were made there. We visited a Christmas 
light show with her family, sledding through artificial 
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snow and gazing at the glorious displays of 
Christmas lights surrounding us. 

We visited my wife’s grandmother’s home 

on New Year’s, and celebrated the start of 2020 
together. We flew home the following week. 

After coming home, things returned to normal for 
the most part. Life was good, as it had been previously. 
On one of my weekends off, we decided we would visit 
the Country Music Hall of Fame in Nashville. The 
building was huge, and in the middle of the nicer part 
of town. Driving in downtown Nashville, I had to 
navigate the city, something I wasn’t very skilled in. 
After successfully finding paid parking, we entered. We 
were both given military discounts due to my Military 
ID. 

For those of you reading who haven’t visited the 
Country Music Hall of Fame in Nashville, I strongly 
recommend it! It was an amazing experience, 
everyone should visit this historic museum at some 
point in their lives. 

Much to my utter excitement and amusement, we 
visited the Johnny Cash Museum. Anyone who knows 

me knows I’m a die hard Johnny Cash fan! 

After visiting Nashville, things began to quiet down. I 
was to begin outprocessing from my unit. I was 
completely lost. The long list of chores required of 

you in order to prepare to leave the military is 
excruciating. I had to run through dental, 
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vision, and a health checkup. Our unit’s medical 
provider, Captain Lincoln, examined me. I reported 
my frequent shin splints, as well as my back, knee, and 
hip problems. However, he claimed that while 

they’re certainly apparent, they’re not service 
related. He claimed that I would not be able to claim 
any disability benefits or compensation for injuries 
related to my time on Active Duty in the Army. I would 
later come to find out that this wasn’t the case. 

One of my many tasks was to attend an 
outprocessing class called SFL TAP, or, Soldier For Life 
Transition Assistance Program. This program was a 5- 
Day course that taught job interviewing skills, building 
resumes, job applications, translating our military 
skills into “civilianese” for civilian employers to better 
understand our skillset, and the many benefits that 
come with being honorably discharged. My battalion 
had deployed to Afghanistan, and one battery to Iraq, 
and I was placed under Rear Detachment for the 
duration of my outprocessing. As such, my 
commander changed over from Captain Odeh to 
Captain Jones. Captain Jones recommended me for an 
Honorable Discharge due to my “outstanding selfless 
service and commitment.” 

It was a cold, rainy morning when I attended my first 
SFL TAP class. The building was on the side of Fort 
Campbell that was close to the 101st Airborne 
Rakkasan barracks. The classes were long, drawn out, 
and a good portion of the information wasn’t relevant 
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to me. During my time of taking these classes, I met 
an Air Force master sergeant who was transitioning out 
of the military as well. He was much older than me, 
maybe in his mid 40’s, but very friendly. We talked on 
our breaks, and he was astounded at how the Army 
treated their soldiers Vs. how the Air Force treated 
their airmen. The Air Force were often more cordial 
and less aggressive, from what he said you were asked 
to do things rather than screamed at to finish your 
assigned tasks asap. I conducted a mock job interview 
during SFL TAP. When my time to be “interviewed” 
rolled around, my mind went completely blank, and I 
was unable to form the slightest sentence. I knew right 
then and there that life wasn’t going to get any easier 
for me on the civilian side. 

During my last few months in the army, while my 
discharge was being processed, I continued to help 
load up connexes for Afghanistan. Our company 
commander would order me and a few other privates 
around, instructing us on which connex to put what 
supplies. Often we’d move things back and forth 
several times, spending several hours laboring in the 
hot Sun with several hundred pounds worth of gear 
while the commander tried to understand what new 
equipment was being shipped so he could corroborate 
that information and stock up the connexes 
accordingly. The work was exhausting, and often the 
NCO’s of our battalion would bring out ice cold water 
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to help keep us from becoming heat casualties. The 
crisp cold water on those hot days was incredible. 

As the summer heat began to cool, PT became less 
sweat-inducing and more strenuous. With many 
soldiers ETS’ing from the unit, I was charged with 
picking up their extra CQ shifts since I was on rear 
detatchment and only needed to help the others train 
for Afghanistan. The CQ shifts were long, drawn out, 
and boring. I would sit in the 2-44 ADA 101st BDE’s 
barracks for 24 hours, guarding the home of single 
soldiers and keeping record of everyone who set foot 
inside. Here’s the kicker: I still had to show up to PT at 
0600 and run with the battery. After running around 
5-10 miles, I’d have to show up to the barracks by 8:45. 
I learned quickly to be an early bird so I could pick the 
barracks that was without an NCO accompanying you 
on duty. One day I missed the punch, and ended up in 
the barracks with a young sergeant who was doing 
college work on his laptop. I decided to strike up a 
conversation with him, and I remember thinking he 
was friendly for a typical NCO. Since he was a fresh 
E-5, I figured he hadn’t grown old and impatient like 
the older generations of army leaders I’d come to 
know. We got into a conversation about deployments, 
and he recounted a time when he was in Iraq. He 
watched as Americans bombed a terrorist stronghold. 
He told me that even after the building was leveled, 
they continued bombing it. Once the smoke cleared, 
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they went in to take out any survivors. There were 
men split in half, screaming at the top of their lungs 
with their insides dragging on the ground. He told me 
that before that experience he was all for war, but now 
this made him question everything about what he was 
doing. Seeing the life leave those men’s eyes as their 
guts dropped out made him question wether the 
Americans were really in the right. The way he told me 
the story gave me goosebumps. He described it in such 
detail and such emotion that It made me feel as though 
I’d experienced the utter horror of it. I’d heard many 
war stories before, but this one felt more real than any 
other. 

While on CQ one night, I took account of the staff 
sergeant and Captain’s visits like normal. I was reading 
a civil war book when a soldier approached the door. I 
glanced over as he entered. It was the specialist on 
duty in the other barracks. He came to update me on 
what the NCO of the other barracks had told him. 
While we were talking, a soldier with a pig demon 
mask and a nerf gun ran up to the door, flung it open, 
and shot us both before running off into the night. We 
stood there flabbergasted, our jaws agape. Something 
as childish as this could really occur on CQ? The 
specialist called the MP’s and reported the incident to 
the sergeant on duty. I took the liberty of searching 
around the perimeter of the barracks for the 
perpetrator. Me and the specialist were shining our 
phone flashlights through a clearing behind the 
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barracks when the MP’s showed up. We ran back to 
the CQ desk to greet them and gave them our report. 
The MP that entered was a friend of mine that I hadn’t 
seen since I arrived at Fort Campbell in Kalsu 
Replacement Company! “The army really is a small 
world, huh?” I said. Im not sure if the pig demon man 
was caught, but later on during my shift a staff 
sergeant burst through the door screaming about 
catching the guy. It startled me and snapped me out of 
the trance I was in from reading my civil war novel. I’ll 
never forget the day I was shot by a pig demon soldier. 

I checked off task after task from my installation 
clearance papers. Each task was to be completed and 
signed by the respective authority responsible for the 
task. I cleared medical, dental, vision, SFL Tap, and a 
few other areas. The time had arrived to clear CIF. The 
central issue facility on Fort Campbell was ruthless 
when it came to standard issue gear being worn, 
damaged, or dirty in the slightest. I ran through most 
of my gear without issue, returning my grenade 
pouches, mag pouches, canteen, canteen pouch, IOTV 
with plates, assault pack, etc. However, an issue arose 
when I attempted to return my ruck sack. I’d made a 
note that the ruck sack was issued to me with dirt in 
certain areas, and a strange black paint covering small 
spots scattered across the outside of the ruck sack. The 
cables that held the sack to the chassis were worn. I’d 
spent all morning disassembling the ruck sack, and 
was excited to finally rid of the gear. The man 
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inspecting my rucksack showed me the black marks 
(that I assume were paint) and dirt that was there 
previously. Despite explaining that I hadn’t even 
touched the ruck since it’s been issued to me, and I’d 
told CIF to take note of the black marks when the gear 
was issued to me, they sent it back with me and told 
me to reassemble it and clean it. I walked out enraged, 
but appearing outwardly collected. I painstakingly 
reassembled the rucksack and scrubbed the inside. 
When I’d initially assembled the ruck, I had to ask the 
assistance of a Ist Lieutenant. This time, I was on my 
own. I took the rucksack back to CIF and it passed. 
That was one more task signed and stamped off of my 
installation clearing papers. 

Dealing with the S shops was horrible, and I 
wouldn’t wish it upon my worst enemy. The S shops 
took an eternity to process my paper work, and lost 
several documents multiple times. That’s why they tell 
you to keep copies of anything you hand off to them. 
While at the S shops finishing up my paperwork, a 
master sergeant told me he wanted to see me in his 
office. I figured it was serious. He had me lose the door 
behind me and take a seat. He then warned me that if I 
reveal anything about what I’ve learned through my 
secret clearance, I will be charged. I signed a paper 
stating that I understood, and left. 
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“There will come a time when you believe everything is 
finished; that will be the beginning.” -Louis LAmour 


Once I’d out processed from Fort Campbell, we 
stopped showing up to formation- for the most part. 
This was when the COVID-19 scamdemic began. It was 
April 2020, we only had to show up to formation if we 
were called in by our squad leader. We were told to 
stay home and be on call “until further notice.” I was 
called in on a number of occasions for a variety of 
duties, including cleaning up the barracks parking lot. 
For some reason soldiers enjoyed throwing their MRE 
trash and burger king wrappers on the hot asphalt. On 
the fateful day of April 22nd, 2020, I was called into 
Bravo Battery’s office for the last time. “Private 
Ruedlinger!” My platoon sergeant called. I entered his 
office, DD-214 in hand, and sat down. After a long talk, 
he wished me luck in the civilian world. I waited for 
the platoon sergeant to finish up with paperwork so he 
could send me off. There were brand new E-Fuzzies 
fresh out of AIT in the office that had just arrived at our 
unit. They appeared to be about as young as I was, and 
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very nervous. I could tell they still acted on the 
discipline that was instilled upon them in basic. “Hey 
first sergeant, do you have anything to say to 
Ruedlinger before he leaves?” “Does he have his orders 
and DD-214?” “Yes first sergeant!” “Then tell him to get 
the f*** off post!” “Roger!” With that, I left Bravo 
battery 2-44 ADA 101st BDE for the last time. 

Saying goodbye to the military was difficult for me. 
Though I received an honorable discharge, I’d never 
had a job outside of the army. I joined right as I turned 
17, a brand new adult. The apartment I was living in 
was situated about a mile away from the entrance of 
Fort Campbell, in a little Kentucky town called Oak 
Grove. The apartment was a one bedroom with basic 
appliances. There was no sink garbage disposal, so I 
had to ensure I threw my trash out regularly. The 
entire time I’d lived with my wife up to this point I had 
to do everything myself. My wife wouldn’t help me 
clean, pay the bills, cook, or even get a job. I was ok 
with it because I loved her. It did get on my nerves 
eventually. After being discharged, I knew I didn’t have 
much time to act. Our rent was $694 a month, and I 
was making $3,000 per month including BAH (basic 
housing allowance). I soon wouldn’t be able to come 
up with the rent to stay. I talked with my mother and 
she suggested finding jobs in Clarksville, Tennessee. 
This could’ve worked considering both of my parents 
lived in Paris, Tennessee. I began applying for jobs 
online and in the area, and I begged Cristina to apply. 
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She told me she applied to several, and I took her at 
her word, and I suppose I still have to since I still don’t 
know if she truly tried. I had no luck at all in Tennessee 

or Kentucky. Jobs were scarce, and with the very 
beginning of the new global pandemic, no one was 
hiring and the government was overstepping their 
boundaries to dismantle local businesses, so it was 
nearly impossible to find a job outside of large 
corporations, which weren’t getting back to me. As the 
time drew closer to make a decision, Cristina 
suggested we pack our things and move to California to 
be closer to her family. She knew I wanted to stay 
closer to mine, and now that I look back it seems as 
though she was grooming me to agree to leaving 
everything behind to follow her. After a few gut 
wrenching discussions, I very reluctantly agreed to 
move to California. I went to the Uhaul company and 
rented a 10 footer. I backed it into our apartment 
complex and loaded everything I owned into the back 
of the van. We bought bubble wrap to protect our 
more fragile items, and placed them in the back as 
well. I used blankets to protect furniture. I also rented 
a two wheel tow dolly for my 2010 Ford Fusion SEL, 
and securely strapped the two front tires down on the 
dolly. I tried locking the steering wheel, but for some 
odd reason it wouldn’t lock, so I had to keep an eye on 
my car while driving. At 18 years old, in May 2020, I 
loaded up my life and started down the road in hopes 
of a brighter future, and a better tomorrow. I had 
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genuine hope that I could start a new life with 
someone who meant the world to me. I put the 
apartment keys in an envelope and placed them in the 
drop box of GVA Apartments, and continued down the 
road. 

Our first stop was only a few miles from where we 
began. I met up with my parents to hug them and give 
them a final farewell. As my mother hugged me, she 
told me she was worried it would be the last time she’d 
ever see me, but I had a gut feeling in that moment 
that it wouldn’t be. 

With a can of Monster in the console, I started back 
down the road, headed for Amarillo, Texas by 
morning. Amarillo was the halfway point between Oak 
Grove, Kentucky, and Bakersfield, California. I’d 
charted a course for Amarillo, and intended to make it 
there by morning. (Just because of the song...) We 
stopped to sight see a few times along the way, visiting 
many truck stops, rest stops, and seeing scenery that I 
very well may never see again. As we drew closer to 
Texas, I began playing “Amarillo By Morning” by 
George Straight on my phone for a laugh. After several 
hours of driving, we settled down in a small, run down 
hotel for the night. I was trying to conserve as much 
money as I could, so any old broken down shack 
would’ve sufficed. After a good night’s rest, it was back 
on the road! We passed through the panhandle of 
Texas on our way to Albuquerque, New Mexico. The 
landscapes changed drastically. While I was driving 
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through Kentucky, Missouri, and Arkansas, the 
landscape remained relatively wooded and green. 
When we hit Texas however, the trees leveled out to 
flat land, and oil pumps began appearing in the fields 
off either side of the roads. I enjoyed the road trip and 
I loved taking it with my wife. We spent hours talking 
and laughing and carrying on. As we hit New Mexico, it 
began to grow dark outside. The desert was cooling off. 
Route 66 was right next to the interstate we were 
driving on. I decided to take Route 66, which was a 
mistake, because we ended up bouncing up and down 
on the potholes for a good few minutes before I found 
an area to turn off. Since there weren’t any gas stations 
nearby, I just had to pray to God that my car wouldn’t 
come off the tow dolly any time soon. I had to wait to 
get back there and tighten the straps on the tires. 

I started looking for a place to sleep that night, and 
we eventually found a cheap motel right off of Route 
66. I pulled in, parked, and we went up to the counter. 
The place was poorly lit, and it was making my fight or 
flight senses kick in. The man behind the counter was 
a small Indian man. We took our room key and went 
straight to sleep after a shower. The next morning, we 
were back on the road and headed for Bakersfield, 
California. We drove on the interstate alongside Route 
66 most of the way. The landscape gave way to red, 
dry, rocky fields of desert. There was little plant life in 
sight, everything was barren and dead. I’d 
remembered my trip out west a couple years prior in 
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2017. We eventually hit California. When entering the 
state, we drove up to a gate. A guard asked what I had 
in the truck. I was honest and said I was traveling with 
a rifle and ammunition. He told me I had a certain 
amount of time to get it registered if 1 was moving 
there to live. He then let us through. It was strange to 
me that a state would guard it’s borders at all. 

When we were approaching Kern county, the roads 
became hilly and rugged. We were entering the 
mountains. They were huge, with roads winding and 
wrapping around them for miles. Bakersfield was a 
sight to behold. Though I’d been there before, I 
certainly hadn’t seen everything. Much of the 
landscape outside of the city was beautiful, with a nice 
green/brown mountain range encircling the town. The 
town itself was an oil town, but had turned ghetto 
when it was made a safe haven for criminals, 
gangsters, and Mexicans. Particularly illegal Mexicans. 

Me and my wife moved in with her family for the 
time being. She wanted to live with them, and I didn’t 
want to leave her. I loved her, so I made the most of it 
and tried to make her happy. When I first explored the 
mountains of Bakersfield, Cristina and her family took 
me toa place called “Panorama Park,” where we 
walked up and down huge hills. When we’d made it to 
the peak of one of the tallest hills, we stood and 
watched the sunset. It was a night to remember. The 
sunset sinking below the horizon was beautiful. 

I knew we needed money, and I knew we were 
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running out fast. Jobs became extremely scarce, this 
was the height of the COVID-19 pandemic. Everyone 
was panicking, and everything was shutting down. I 
found a potential job as an insurance agent, and began 
studying and taking notes on classes. This eventually 
fell through as the company wouldn’t accept certain 
applicants. I eventually took to doordashing around 
town, which made me a decent chunk of change for 
what it was. 

I went to the local Walmart and bought some lawn 
chairs. I took my wife to Kern River a few times to 
swim. We took a few day trips where we’d go pick up 
some food and have a nice day by the water. We took 
trips at night to the top of a mountain that overlooked 
the city. The view from that height was gorgeous, every 
light in town was visible from that distance. We spent 
time out in the watermelon fields as well. We 
celebrated the 4th of July with fireworks in the streets. 
Eating Mexican food was a huge cultural adjustment, 
but one I was happy to make for my wife, and I grew 
very fond of Mexican food and culture during my time 
in Bakersfield. We’d often visit the coffee shop we’d 
gone to on one of our first dates. We never revisited 
the bowling alley, and I don’t remember if we ever 
revisited the mall, but we enjoyed frequenting 
Starbucks since that was our go-to date. 

Life in Bakersfield was tough for me. I went from 
having an apartment, a job, the respect from being a 
soldier, and handling my own bills, to being at the 
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mercy of not only my in-laws, but the streets of a 
Mexican mafia-ridden city. Sure, I’d married into the 
Mexican mafia, so it wasn’t as though I had anything to 
fear, but the fact that their rules were in place in the 
streets and crime was abundant was hard to live with 
at times. 

I want to get something out of the way before I 
continue recounting my life. During this time period, I 
didn’t do anything illegal. I didn’t break the law to any 
extent, nor do I have any information on anyone who 
might’ve broken the law. So if you’re investigating 
something that occurred during this time period in 
Bakersfield, don’t involve me. I have nothing to do 
with anything, I was more of a spectator when it came 
to the mafia. I just watched from afar without 
contributing to anything or influencing anything. I 
don’t have any information that could help anyone, 
law enforcement or otherwise. If you’re just looking to 
learn more about my history out of curiosity, I’ll gladly 
submit to an interview, or a chat of course. With that 
being said, don’t contact me for any legal reasons, I 
have nothing for you in that regard. This is just a 
written history. 

Me and my wife were even harassed heavily at one 
point, (living in a house that my father in law found for 
us) and I pulled my Henry Repeater on a lady who 
threatened us. A higher member of the mafia decided 
to pay me a visit, and was going to “peel my cap.” Or in 
other words, beat me to a pulp. Instead, he decided to 
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let me know that there’s a set of rules I wasn’t aware 
of, and to ensure I follow them. Being the “take care of 
myself” and “defend myself and my family at all costs 
from everyone” kind of 18 year old I was, (and still am 
at 20) I didn’t take kindly to this man telling me how to 
protect my family, but I didn’t show it outwardly. I 
decided it was time to pack our things and move back 
in with my father in law and his family. 

These same people that were harassing me decided 
to figure out where I was living, so they sent a large, 
burly man to find out. The idiot comes up to me, 
points at my in-law’s house, which I was living in at the 
time, and asks who lives there. I replied I didn’t know, 
hoping it was that easy to fool him, and sure enough it 
was. He walked away. Later, I took a friend’s truck out 
to gather our remaining belongings when there were 
men with baseball bats threatening me. I just drove 
away and had my father in law get the rest of our 
things later on. I didn’t agree with many of the rules 
the mafia had laid out, especially the rules involving 
violence and self defense. This was probably the 
hardest part of living in Bakersfield. 

One night, while me and my wife were asleep in the 
attic of my in law’s house, I awoke to a loud explosion. 
My immediate thought was that someone probably got 
into a heated argument and shot someone right 
outside. I threw on some clothes and ran outside to 
investigate. As it turned out, while my car was parked 
on the side of the street, which was wide enough for 
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several lanes of side street parking, a large white 
pickup truck had managed to veer off to the side of the 
road my car was parked on and smash into the back. 
I’m fairly certain I no longer have pictures from the 
incident, but the back of my car was completely 
obliterated. My windows were blown out, glass was 
strewn across the road along with plastic fragments of 
my car. I was praying I could still drive it, but I 
checked, and the driver had flattened my gas tank. The 
culprit was none other than a young lady, perhaps 
19-22, who had been driving home from her job at the 
gas station. Apparently Cristina knew her, and they 
talked. She claimed her truck’s steering wheel went 
spastic and caused her to veer off the road and smash 
into my car. She didn’t have a driver’s license, valid 
tags, plates, registration, anything. She was terrified, 
and me and my wife could both tell this. I decided not 
to call the cops, considering it would’ve probably 
meant some lengthy jail time for her, and it seemed to 
be an honest mistake. She wasn’t on drugs or under 
the influence of anything. Her father arrived shortly 
after, and made a proposal. If we didn’t call the 
Bakersfield PD, and simply allowed him to clean up the 
wreckage, she’d work to save the $5,000 to get the car 
fixed. I agreed, but told them there would have to be a 
set time frame. If memory serves, we agreed on a 2 
month time frame. Since Cristina knew the kid and 
went to school with her, I trusted her judgement when 
she told me we can trust her. And with that, my 2010 
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Ford Fusion SEL was history, and became nothing 
more than a distant memory. 

Around the time of August 2020, I began writing and 
publishing books. This was the start of me being a 
freelance author. I wrote and published a few books 
and articles, including my current favorite: “Theories 
of The Universe (And Existential Philosophy.)” This 
book took me a couple free afternoons to write. I 
would head to the local market next door to my in 
law’s house and grab a water, I’d then sit out on the 
picnic table and write. We didn’t have A/C the entire 
few months we lived out there, so we all felt the full 
force of the 100°F+ California heat. The fact that we 
lived in a desert and there was next to no humidity 
didn’t help at all. In fact, I’d almost say Fort Gordon 
was easier to tolerate in the summer. 

Me and my wife particularly enjoyed frequenting a 
local Mexican restaurant called “La Villa.” It served 
authentic Mexican food. I enjoyed ordering their 
California burritos. When we weren’t eating there, 
most of the time her grandmother would cook for us. 
She was an incredibly kind and cordial lady. Despite 
not speaking English, we had a few conversations 
through Cristina acting as our translator. She came up 
with the nickname “Arroz Con Leche,” meaning Rice 
Pudding, in reference to me being the only white 
person in the family, and the nickname stuck. 

Cristina had found a car to buy. I can’t remember the 
make or model, but it was a much older and more 
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worn down car. It was a black, (possibly) Jeep. Even 
for the cheaper price, I didn’t think it was worth what 
she’d paid. But at least we’d had a car. 

Our wedding anniversary was coming up, which was 
also my birthday; August 23rd. We’d been arguing a bit 
recently about bills, finances, transportation, our living 
situation, and the fact that the entire country was 
“hiring” but never responded to employment 
applications. I decided I was going to do something 
special for my wife. I bought a few gifts from a few 
local shops with the help of my father in law. I rented 
out a hotel in town. I didn’t want to go super cheap 
and rent out a bed bug haven, but I also didn’t want to 
go super expensive, so I settled on a nice little hotel 
with an outdoor pool. We stayed there for a while and 
enjoyed our time together. She grew increasingly short 
tempered and argumentative. Eventually, after the 
arguments came to a climax, she decided to leave. She 
called up her sister, took our car, our money, and left 
me in the hotel. After asking her what I should do, she 
told me to call my parents and have them get me. I 
figured she just needed to cool off, so I let it go for the 
time being and just stayed in the hotel alone. I wasn’t 
happy that she’d left, and I began to feel heartbroken. I 
didn’t want to lose my wife, we’d been together for 
nearly five years. She was my first everything, and 
every space in my heart was occupied by her. She 
swung by later on to pick up a key. I threw it at her out 
of anger. A wide range of emotions were running 
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through me. Anger, betrayal, sadness, heartache. 
Some of the worst pain I’d ever experienced was 
mental. It was the loss of my wife. My heart dropped 
through the floor when she made it clear she wasn’t 
coming back. No matter how hard I tried to think that 
if she was willing to leave over an argument she wasn’t 
worth it, it did absolutely nothing to console me. My 
heart was shattered into a million pieces. I wanted to 
beg her to stay. I loved her, and my heart ached for 
her. But she wouldn’t come back. She forced me to 
move on. After years of being together, talking each 
and every day, working hard throughout my military 
career just to have a life with her, she was gone in the 
blink of an eye. I learned from her leaving that life can 
and will flip upside down without a moment’s notice. I 
learned that your entire life can be uprooted within a 
second, the course of your life can be altered forever 
from one word. “Goodbye.” I sat outside the hotel for 
hours contemplating life. I was awake all night long, 
sitting outside and pondering all my time with her, 
knowing in my heart I would soon never see my wife 
again. While I was sitting outside, two men, one 
seemingly in their 30’s, and one in their late 40’s 
approached me. They asked me a series of questions; 
who I am, what I’m up to, who I’m with, etc. I was 
suspicious of their intentions immediately, and to 
make matters worse, I was unarmed. I didn’t have so 
much as a knife on me, so if they decided to pull any 
tricks, I would be helpless to stop them. I didn’t really 
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care at the time if I lived or died. My heart was in 
severe pain from loss, I wasn’t too worried of what 
they might do to me. After all, I only had $5 on me. 
Eventually, after a brief chat, they began talking 
amongst each other, so I went back inside the hotel 
and settled back down in my room. Later that night I 
decided to go back outside. I felt as though I was 
loosing my mind in that room as it was the last place 
I’d seen my wife. I knew it would be best to get some 
fresh air. While standing around outside, the older 
man from earlier rode a bicycle up to me. He had a 
plastic bag with a handgun in it. He pulled out his gun, 
pointed it at my face and asked for my wallet. I 
contemplated trying to take the gun from him and 
killing him. He was old and frail looking, with white 
hair. I figured I could take him if I tried. Not only was I 
not willing to deal with the police at the time on a self 
defense case, especially in California, but I was 
unarmed, and didn’t feel confident in attempting to 
disarm him. I decided I should just comply up to a 
point. If I had any more than $5 on me, the story 
would’ve ended with him dead. I pulled out my wallet 
and handed it to him. He sifted through my things, and 
pulled out my license to read it. He threatened to take 
my bank account information through my ID, which I 
was fairly confident he couldn’t do. He saw I was a 
veteran and said roughly: “I’m 48 years old. Im 
homeless, I have to do this to get by. You seem like you 
have enough money to spare. I see you’re a veteran, I 
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have great respect for that. ’Il put your ID back and 
take your money instead.” He handed me my wallet 
back and rode off with the money. Once he rode out of 
sight, I immediately ran back up to my room and 
called the cops. I didn’t want to call them outside in 
case he had someone waiting around a corner to jump 
me. I wasn’t sure who he knew or what he was capable 
of, so I knew it was best to call them inside. The police 
met me outside of my room and took a report. They 
said that while they would normally deem a case like 
this not worth their time, the fact that a firearm was 
involved is concerning. They told me they’d be on the 
lookout for him, and walked off. I knew they wouldn’t 
do anything but throw the report in a filing cabinet and 
ignore the “case,” but I felt consolation at the fact that 
I’'d actually reported him. When I called my wife to tell 
her what had happened, she didn’t believe me. She 
took it as an excuse I made to try and get her to return 
to the hotel. I made it clear that I didn’t care if she 
believed me and just wanted her to know. So I was out 
of my last $5, I had very little pocket change, and was 
stuck with no car in a hotel in the middle of East 
Bakersfield. The only option I had was to call my 
parents and ask if they’d be willing to pick me up. 

My parents agreed to pick me up from California. For 
months, they’d been wanting me to come home to 
Paris Tennessee, where they’d moved during my time 
in the service. At this point, I’d lost nearly everything 
I’d worked for. I’d lost my wife, my job, my home, my 

patience, my sanity, and my heart was shattered into 
a million pieces. 135 
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“There is a garden in every childhood, an enchanted 
place where colors are brighter, the air softer, and the 
morning more fragrant than ever again.” -Unknown 


This book is dedicated to my mother and father, Leonard 
and Connie Ruedlinger, who took me in as their own 
without a second thought and raised me to be the man I 
am today. Your baby boy, forever I'll be. 
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Note To Readers 


I understand my personal genealogy may not 
be interesting to the majority of my readers. 
Because of this, if you aren’t interested in 
reading through several pages of the names of 
obscure individuals from history, you’re more 
than welcome to begin reading at page 136, 
which gives a bit of background, then to page 
140, which is my interview my father, then skip 
from page 174 (the end of the interview and the 
continuation of my adoptive history) to page 
252, which is the beginning of my 
autobiography. Thank you for sticking with me 
throughout my writing journey thus far. 
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Chapter 1: 
Heritage 


“I wish I had realized that family history is a perishable 
commodity. It disappears with time, as memories fade, and as 
loved ones pass on. I wish I had known that the most 
important aspect of family history is preserving a record of the 
present for the future.” -Guy Black 


Basic Background 

My family heritage is rich in history. My Great 

Grandfather, Clelle J. Wood (July 18th, 1897- 
August 17th, 1952) used to take my mother 
fishing in the creek back in the early 1950’s. My 
mother still has many fond memories of hi to 
this day. Grandma Roxie gave birth to my 
Grandmother, Hazel Wood Duncan, in 1918. 

My Great Grandmother Nellie Duncan, 
(1898-1996) gave birth to my “Papaw,” 
(Grandfather) Aubrey Freeman Duncan. (Dec. 
12th, 1922 - Jan 3rd, 2009) Aubrey F. Duncan 
war born in Morrison, Tennessee Dec. 12th, 
1922. 
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My grandpa Aubrey Duncan served in World 
War Il as a sailor in the Navy. He 

was on a minesweeper ship that cruised 
around the coast of Japan in an attempt to clear 
a path for allied ships from 1943-1945. 

Grandpa Duncan was raised during the Great 
Depression, and one of the cheapest meals they 
could make was simple beans and cornbread. 
The tradition of serving a meal of beans and 
cornbread at the dinner table still lives on in 
our family to this day. (And why wouldn’t it? 
Who doesn’t love some good corn bread?!) 
Aubrey F. Duncan also owned Dogwood Lake 
Campground in Butlerville, Indiana for a period 
of time. (1973-1989) 

He worked as a salesman for Midwest Brake 
and Electric in Indianapolis, until he decided to 
retire in 1974. He had also been employed for 14 
years at Weather Tite in Columbus, Indiana. 
Grandpa and Grandma Duncan married on May 
29th, 1946 in Acton, Indiana. Grandma Duncan 
gave birth to my mother, Connie Lynn 
Ruedlinger, (Feb 11th, 1947-Present) on 
February lith, 1947, my Uncle Larry Duncan, 
(Dec. 20th, 1950-Present) and my Aunt Sandy 
Duncan. (1956-1968) 
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My grandparents on my father’s side, 
Grandpa Oliver Ruedlinger (1909-1984) and 
Grandma Eileen Ruedlinger, (1918-1982) 
married in and lived together in a small 
suburban neighborhood in Indianapolis. 
Marrying in 1943, they gave birth to my father, 
Leonard Wayne Ruedlinger, (1945-Present) on 
February 15th, 1945. 

My father grew up with very little. Grandpa 
Ruedlinger was very controlling, and was an 
overly frugal money hog. My father has told me 
stories about his rusty old bike, the only toy in 
his possession, and how he used to have to 
pump up the deflated tires every time he went 
to ride it because they were popped. 

Eileen Ruedlinger has been described to me 
as more of a gentle soul, whom had been 
somewhat abused at the hands of her husband. 

My mother also grew up without much. My 
mother and uncle Larry used to go out catching 
turtles when they were very young. There were 
rumors of a giant soft shelled turtle roaming the 
lake, and they were determined to catch it, 
however, they’d only caught a few glimpses of 
it. 
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My grandpa Aubrey F. Duncan, much like my 
dad, was a good father, a good husband, and a 
great man who served his country honorably, 
an obvious rarity in today’s society. Hazel 
Duncan was a good wife and a good mother. 
She was also a gypsy at heart, much like my 
mother, she just couldn’t stay in one house for 
very long. I myself am quite the opposite, I 
enjoy the peaceful stability of staying in a nice 
country home. Sandy Duncan, the youngest of 
the three Duncan children, succumbed to 
Subacute Sclerosing Panencephalitis caused by 
the Measles virus, and passed in 1968. This left 
my mother, my uncle Larry, my grandma and 
grandpa Duncan in a state of despair. My 
mother still holds fond memories of her little 
sister, and will sometimes shed a few tears 
upon reminiscing about her. My father, upon 
graduating high school in 1963, was introduced 
to my mother in 1964 through my mother’s 
cousin, who was dating my father at the time. 

My parents began dating, and as my mother 
always says, from the moment she saw my 
father she fell in love. They married on 
December 9th, 1964 at Calvary Baptist Church 
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in Indianapolis, Indiana. In 1968, My father, 
Leonard Wayne Ruedlinger, was drafted into 
the US Army. He served in DeNang, Vietnam, 
and received an Army Commendation Medal 
and Vietnam Service Medal for his service. 

I’ve decided to not only interview my dad 
regarding his time in Vietnam, but I’m going to 
transcribe the audio from the interview here: 
(Interview Conducted July 21st, 2022) 

Setup: Ethan W. Ruedlinger comes with his 
fiancé, Paula Berryman, to visit his parents, 
and interview his father, Leonard W. 
Ruedlinger regarding his time in Vietnam. 
Individuals present are Paula S. Berryman, 
Ethan W. Ruedlinger, Leonard W. Ruedlinger, 
and Connie L. Ruedlinger. The transcription is 
as follows: 


Connie: “He remembers about the drill 
sergeants, you can tell him about that.” 


Leonard: “What?” 


Connie: “You could tell him about how tiny 
they were, and what they could do.” 
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Leonard: “Well, they were all airborne, none 
of them weighed over 100|bs! Most of them 
weighed like 80lbs, and they’re real little, short 
guys. What made it bad is when we were doing 
our running, they would run backwards, faster 
than what we could run-“ 


Connie: “Forwards!” Connie interjected. 
“What you could do forwards, they would run 
backwards, faster than the guys could run.” 


Leonard: “Yeah... they only weighed about 
80lbs, 85lbs.” 


Connie: “I think they weighed more than 
that, but they just looked little, compare to 
everybody else.” She begins chuckling at this. 


Leonard: “Ahh... I don’t think so.” 


Connie: “And that one little drill sergeant 
could 
do all of those push ups.” 


Leonard: “He did 100, but he was still going, 
and everybody said ‘Just quit!’” He let’s out a 
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light chuckle upon remembering this. “It was 
because somebody said ‘I bet you can’t do 25 
pushups!’ Or something like that, he got down 
and did 100 of them and said ‘How many more 
you want?’ Half of them were done with one 
hand.” 


Ethan: “Do you remember how your basic 
training was structured? Like what kind of 
training they did exactly?” 

Connie: “He has a book with all of the 
pictures of everything he did, just like you’ve 


got.” 


Ethan: “Did you have to rappel down the 
wall and go through the gas chamber?” 


Leonard: “I went through the gas chamber, 
but...” 


Ethan: “Did they use CS gas?” 


Leonard: “I don’t know what kind of gas it 
was.” 
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Ethan: “It burned though, didn’t it?” 


Leonard: “All I know is they said: ‘Don’t rub 
your eyes!’ and the first thing the guys do is go 
like this-” (Makes an eye rubbing gesture) 
“Then your eyes are on fire.” 


Ethan: “When I went through it, I was 
squinting-” 


Leonard: “It'll burn your eyes, you know, 
they tell you not to rub your eyes... it’s hard not 
to... it’s some nasty stuff.” 


Ethan: “It burned my lungs. I compare it to 
instant glue, you know how it burns your eyes 
and lungs? It’s like that x10,000.” 


Leonard: “Did they make you take your mask 
off while you were in the gas chamber?” 


Ethan: “Yeah, you had to take it off, put your 
hand on the guy in front of you’s shoulder, and 
recite the Soldier’s Creed. You couldn’t walk 
out until you recited it.” 
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Leonard: “We didn’t have to do that.” Ethan: 
“We were choking to death.” (He 

chuckles a bit) 

Leonard: “We had to count to twenty or 
something, I can’t remember now but... that’s 
some nasty stuff.” 


Ethan: “And then... you didn’t go to AIT, did 
you?” 


Leonard: “Yeah, it wasn’t much for me 
because I already knew I wasn’t going to do any 
fighting or anything, I mean... my MOS was 
refrigeration.” 


Connie: “His basic training was at Fort 
Campbell, where you were.” (She was referring 
to the interviewer, Ethan) “Then he left there, 
and he went to Sacramento, California to the 
depot, and I don’t know what he did every day 
in the depot, but he left there-” 


Leonard: “I worked on refrigeration.” 
Leonard interjected. 


Connie: “Yeah, so March, and April... you 
144 


came home for 30 days after that, so from 
August... until I got there in September, you 
were there in the depot in August, I came out in 
September, and we rented an apartment, and... 
what did you do every day at the depot?” 

Leonard: “Refrigeration work, remember? 
The first two weeks I was there, I was on guard 
duty twice.” 


Connie: “He got orders for Vietnam, and two 
weeks before we could come home, they sent 
dad (Leonard) to Los Angeles somewhere to do 
jungle training for two weeks.” 


Ethan: “Did you sort of figure, since you were 
drafted, that you were probably going to 
Vietnam?” 


Leonard: “Yeah, I knew that.” 


Connie: “Everybody knew that. He got his 
orders, he was in Sacramento from September 
to February, they told him he had to go to 
‘Nam, so they gave him 30 days off and we 
drove home from California, past the Grand 
Canyon, all the way home.” 

145 


Ethan: “Is that when you took that... 
Volkswagen?” 


Connie: “Yep. We drove it home.” 


Ethan: “What was the jungle training like, 
what 
did you have to do for that?” 


Leonard: “Well, I don’t remember all of the 
training. I know we spent a week out in the 
field, sleeping in tents.” 


Ethan: “Did you have to dig a foxhole?” 


Leonard: “I didn’t do much like that, when 
youre in the hottest place in the world, and 
you're a refrigeration man... duh!” (His 
implication is that he was given special 
privileges due to his MOS, and wasn’t required 
to run through as much combat training.) “I 
didn’t have any KP or anything, because.. I was 
on KP I think... the first week I was there, or the 
second week or so, and a Captain came in and 
said: ‘I need a refrigeration man.’ And they 
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said: ‘Well, we don’t have any right now, 
one’s on guard duty, and one’s on KP’ And he 
said: ‘Whoa, let me tell you something right 
now! Refrigeration guys don’t do KP, they don’t 
do guard duty, they don’t do nothing, but when 
I want one of them, I want one of them 
immediately!’ 

And that was the end of that, I didn’t have KP 
or guard duty after that. I was on KP I think, 

one day.” 


Ethan: “So your MOS were more or less top 
dog out there?” 


Leonard: “Yeah, but it seemed like we 
worked probably 24 hours a day, it seemed like 
sometimes. And you couldn’t do anything, they 
wouldn’t let us do anything, because if a semi 
was going down the road, and the refrigeration 
unit quit, you had to be there! Because they 
came and got you!” 


Connie: “They had to keep all of the food 
cold, and...” 


Paula: “The Beer!” 
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Leonard: “Yeah, a lot of beer. A lot of beer 
and 
a lot of steaks.” 


Connie: “You got to go to the beach once in a 
while though.” 


Leonard: “Yeah I think once a month I got 
the day off.. wow...” 


Connie: “Those are those pictures we’ve got 
of dad on Da Nang beach.” 


Leonard: “Boy, that was hot. You couldn’t 
walk on the sand barefoot.” (He chuckles at this 
thought.) 


Ethan: “You said you saw oil tankers leaving 
the shore, didn’t you?” 


Leonard: “Yeah, you see, Da Nang is a port, 
and there were a lot of ships out there.” 


Ethan: “Do you think they were fighting the 
war for oil?” 
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Leonard: “No...” 


Ethan: “Or do you think they were just taking 

advantage of the situation?” 

Connie: “We were supposed to be over there 
to keep communists from taking over.” 


Ethan: “Well, we all know how Lyndon B. 
Johnson lied to the American people, and that 
the Gulf of Tonkin Incident was manufactured 
by the United States.” 


Connie: “They ended up being communist 
anyway, and now it’s a beautiful place. It has 
high-rise buildings, and you can go there as a 
tourist now, even though it’s communist.” 


Ethan: “I wonder if we can go to the same 
place dad was stationed?” 


Connie: “Yeah, we’ve already seen it on TV, 
it’s a hotel. It’s all apartments and hotels. A lot 
of the guys go back to Vietnam, to Da Nang, just 
to see it because back then it was stricken with 
poverty, and now it’s a wealthy country, even 
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though it’s communist. It’s a modern country 
now. A lot of our clothes are made there, if you 
look at your tag it says: ‘Made In Vietnam.’ So 
they’re better off, but they were occupied by 
the French, then the communists decided to 
take over. ‘Oh we’ve gotta go over there,’ Said 
all of those do-gooders.” 


Ethan: “It was probably Russia or China that 
was supplying them with everything. Didn’t 
they use AK-47’s? If they’re using AK-47’s, those 
are Kalashinov rifles, which were manufactured 
by the Russians.” 


Leonard: “I didn’t even carry a rifle, I always 
had somebody... I always had two or three guys 


carrying the guns.” 


Ethan: “Did you ever have a pistol out 
there?” 


Leonard: “No.” 


Ethan: “I can’t imagine, since nowadays it 
doesn’t matter what you’re doing, you always 
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carry a gun on deployment. You carry it 
around with you at all times, 24/7, fully loaded.” 


Connie: “But he had guards. Your dad had 
body guards.” 


Ethan: “Even Generals nowadays will 
typically carry an M16 or an M4AI1 24/7.” 


Leonard: “I had guard duty ONE time. This 
Captain came in and said: ‘I need a 
refrigeration man!’ and they said ‘He’s on guard 
duty!’ Well, that was the end of that!” (Leonard 
laughs) “Man, that’s spooky! When you’re in a 
tower, and you’ve got a ladder that goes up 
through the center, and you’re way up there, 
sitting up there at night and it’s pitch-dark, I 
mean, you can’t see anything! Every time you 
hear something, like rustling, you don’t know if 
someone’s coming up the ladder, the Viet Kong, 
you don’t really know because it is DARK! 
There’s no lights around.” 


Ethan: “Well I’d imagine if they had any 
lights on that tower, they (the Viet Kong) could 
see you from miles away.” 
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Leonard: “They had a light for if they had to 
turn it on, like if they knew somebody was 
coming up the ladder or something, but, you 
didn’t want to turn it on. We guarded a junk 
yard, the one time, the whole time I was on 
guard duty we guarded the junk yard.” 

Ethan: “There wasn’t a hatch that went over 
the ladder or something so you could lock it 
down so they couldn’t come up?” 


Leonard: “Yeah, but you can’t lock it, there’s 
no way to lock it. There’s nothing spookier than 
being in a tower, in the dark, in a war zone. 
Every time you hear a cricket fart, you get 
nervous.” (Leonard chuckles) 


Connie: “No kidding, those Viet Kong were 
small, sneaky, and quiet.” 


Leonard: Those Viet Kong were only 4 foot 
tall, they were like little kids. 


Ethan: “Yeah, I wouldn’t want to deal with 
that. 
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Connie: “You did have a bomb hit though, it 
blew up your jeep.” 


Ethan: “Didn’t they fire tracer missiles, or 
something along those lines?” 


Leonard: “Yeah, the spookiest thing is when 
you have to travel to another city or something 
on the roads, you can only get on the roads at a 
certain time of day, because the Marines have 
to go down and make sure there’s no land 
mines, which is kind of a joke, because if you’re 
headed down the road you just have to sit there 
and wait when they check for mines. Then 
when you’re driving down the road you’ll see 
one that exploded. It’ll be a big hole in the side 
of the road.” (Leonard chuckles at this.) 


Ethan: “So sort of like the IED’s we have now, 
the Improvised Explosive Devices that those 
terrorist groups will place on the road to 
destroy humvees?” 


Leonard: “Yeah, the mines that they put out, 
they were remote activated. They’d hide 
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behind the trees or bushes, and wait for you 
to come by so they could blow you away.” 


Ethan: “Nowadays they’ll wire them up to 
cell phones, and when they call it it goes off. 
Did you ever see any corpses or anything?” 


Leonard: “Yeah, on the side of the road. 
Well, what’s left of them, before they’d clean up 
the mess.” 


Ethan: “So it wasn’t much?” 


Leonard: “Well, you’d see a big hole in the 
side of the road, and you’ll see blood 
everywhere, like it rained blood. 

The bodies were all gone by the time we’d get 
there. They’d pick them up so we wouldn’t 
have to look at that.” 


Ethan: “I wouldn’t want to be the one that 
has to clean all of that up.” 


Leonard: “Those land mines were plastic, so 
there’s no way to detect them. The old mines 
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were encased in metal, but in Vietnam they 
were encased in plastic, and you can’t detect 
them. A lot of times like in the mornings, you’d 
have to just sit there and wait on the roads until 
the marines tell you you can go. You might sit 
there for an hour, two hours. Then you get to 
driving down the road, and you see a big hole 
next to you and blood everywhere. They’d have 
to go in there and pick up all of the bodies.” 


Ethan: “They couldn’t have had an 
unmanned vehicle in front?” 

Leonard: “Well, there were a lot of trees in 
Vietnam, it’s a jungle.” 


Ethan: “Yeah, we probably had much 
different training then, since Afghanistan is a 
desert, we were trained to fight in a desert 
environment.” 


Connie: “All of the jungle, it was 110°F with 
100% humidity, which is why it was so hot. 
That was every day, all day.” 


Ethan: “We were training to fight in 
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counterterrorism though too, we weren’t 
fighting little oriental tree people that had full 
auto rifles.” 


Leonard: “All the time I was in ‘Nam, I never 
had a rifle, never had a gun either one. 
Everywhere I went riding around I had two or 
three marines with me.” 


Paula: “They’ve got to protect the 
refrigeration man! Can’t let the beer get hot!” 


Leonard: “Well, when the Sergeants and 
officers had parties once a month, and 
barbecues, you’d better have some refrigerated 
trucks there full of beer. That’s the number one 
deal right there. When it’s party time, it’s party 
time.” 


Paula: “They threw parties?” Leonard: 
“Yeah, for the officers.” 


Connie: “There wasn’t much of a war when it 
comes down to it, for them. It was just young 


guys dying in the jungle, for no reason.” 
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Leonard: “Well, I didn’t see much jungle, I 
was always in the cities. 


Paula: “Did you go straight to De Nang, or 
did you have to drive over there?” 


Connie: “You landed in Saigon, didn’t you?” 


Leonard: “Yeah, I drove. They drove me by 
bus. The bus, there wasn’t one area that big (he 
gestured a small size area with his hands) that 
didn’t have a bullet hole in it. I think they just 
stood back with a machine gun and blew holes 
in it.” 

Ethan: “They did that as a scare tactic?” 
Leonard: “Oh yeah.” 


Paula: “It makes sense because if they’re 
scared they’d be hyper vigilant.” 


Ethan: “You built a personal air conditioner, 
or something to that extent at one point didn’t 
you?” 


Leonard: “Yeah, but every month we had to 
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bury everything we weren't supposed to 
have. They had inspections once a month, we 
had a, I don’t know if you’ve ever seen them, 
it’s like a 4x8 platform, it’s got wheels on it, you 
sit in the front, and your feet are in a basket, 
and it’s used for hauling stuff around, it’s like a 
mule. We had several of them, but we weren’t 
allowed to have them, so every time we had an 
inspection we had to bury them. We’d take a 
backhoe and bury them, then after inspection 
we’d go back there and dig them up.” (Leonard 
and Paula both chuckle at this) 

“I mean, we were in a war zone, but, we had 
these inspections and everything had to be 
perfect, ironed and starched uniforms, and all 
that garbage!” 


Connie: “They weren’t permapressed like 
your uniforms, (In reference to my dress blues 
and OCP’s) they had to be ironed. You had to 
sew on your own patches.” (You still either have 
to sew your own patches or pay to get them 
sewn onto your uniforms.) 


Ethan: “They were still trying to maintain 
military discipline in the middle of a war 
zone?” 159 


Leonard: “Yeah but we were not in the 
jungles, we were in the cities, so we had to, I 
don’t know, put on a big show I guess. 

The farthest I got out of that city was when I 
went down to the beach to go swimming on my 
day off.” 


Paula: “Was the water warm?” 
Leonard: “Yeah, yep.” 


Paula: “It was probably like bath water, 
huh?” 


Leonard: “That, and you had to wear sandals 
or something, because you couldn’t walk on 
that sand it was so hot.” 


Ethan: “What was it like driving through the 
cities there?” 


Leonard: “You always had somebody with 
you, a shotgun while you were driving. You’d 
look in your mirror and every once in a while 
you'll see a kid jump in the back of your truck 
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or something and you’d have to stop real 
quick, and the guy next to you would have to 
get out real quick and make sure he didn’t... 
those kids, they did more damage than 
anybody because the Viet Kong would tie hand 
grenades on them.” 


Ethan: “Yeah, while I was in the army I met 
people who told stories of them having to shoot 
kids, because the terrorists will strap bombs to 
them, and we Americans, we typically have a 
soft spot for kids, so soldiers would let them 
keep coming closer and closer, and they’d blow 
everyone up.” 


Leonard: “If they jump on the back of your 
truck or whatever, they’re small and fast.” 


Connie: “Especially the little orphans that 
would run around there.” 


Leonard: “The truck I drive was a big box 
truck, with a whole work bench, and all my 
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tools and everything in the back, my 
refrigeration tools. So it’s spooky when you’re 
driving and you see some little kid running 
behind your truck, and you have to stop. Your 
body guard’s the one that gets out and checks 
it!” (Leonard laughs) “If I hear an explosion, 
I’m putting her in gear and I’m gone!” (He 
chuckles) “Nah.” 


Connie: “Who was your body guard, you 
never talked about them, who they were.” 


Leonard: “It was whoever was on duty at the 
time.” 


Paula: “I thought he said they were Marines.” 


Connie: “He never really talked about what 
their names were or if he got to be friends with 
any of them.” 


Leonard: “I didn’t get a chance to really 
make a lot of friends, because the turnover was 
great. The Captain or somebody would come in 
and say ‘I need four guys!’ and they’d send 
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them off to some random place for six 
months. We were like a support team.” 


Connie: “What about the time they made 
Kool- Aid for you?” 


Leonard: “Pfft, yeah they made some Kool- 
Aid alright! Some idiot, I don’t know what he 
put in it, he said he put some whiskey in it or 
something, I don’t know, but whatever he put 
in that-” 


Connie: “What he did was he, you said he 
put it in a metal container, you can’t put Kool- 
Aid in a metal container.” 


Leonard: “Yeah, I don’t remember now. All I 
know, is that everybody was drinking that 
garbage, of course you’re hot and everything so 
what the heck I’m going in there to get 
something to drink. I took a drink of it, and all 
of the sudden those guys were running out 
puking. Everybody was sicker than a dog, and 
I’m thinking ‘Good God what happened?’ and 
about that time it hit me. I thought I was dying. 
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Everything I ever ate for 6 months was 
coming up. I don’t know what it was, but I 
think it could’ve been aluminum.” 


Connie: “Because you can’t put Kool-Aid in 
an aluminum container. You can’t do that 
because it has a reaction.” 


Leonard: “Yeah, you put Kool-Aid in 
aluminum, sugar in an aluminum container 
creates poison, it’ll make you sicker than a 
dog.” 


Ethan: “Why, though?” Leonard: “I don’t 
know.” 


Paula: “Chemical Reaction.” 
Ethan: “It just creates some sort of poison?” 


Leonard: “I don’t know, all I know is it all 
comes up.” 


Connie: “It made him sick. Unless he put 
something in it other than that, but I don’t 
know.” 
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Leonard: “They found guys underneath 
jeeps two days later, still puking. The worst 
thing, I think it was new year’s eve if I 
remember right, somebody got a bunch of 
whiskey, and all day long they were passing the 
bottles around drinking, that’s the sickest I’ve 
ever been. Everybody was sick.” 


Around this time, Paula looked up the reason 
behind the aluminum/Kool-Aid catastrophe on 
Google. 


Paula: “It’s because Kool-Aid contains citric 
acid which can cause a chemical reaction.” 


Connie: “Just remember that. They don’t 
make aluminum containers much anymore 


anyway.” 


Ethan: “We used plastic canteens when I was 
in the army. You don’t want to have to drink 
out of those. Did you have to go through CIF? 
Central Issue? Where you go through that 
facility and they issue you all of your gear?” 
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Leonard: “Oh, yeah.” 


Ethan: “Well I had to go through that, and all 
the stuff they issue you includes your canteen. 
You don’t want to drink out of that. You don’t 
know who’s used it or what they’ve done. Some 
soldiers will take a leak in their’s. I went out 
and bought my own canteen from the post 
exchange and used that, I just put that in my 
canteen pouch any time I went out in the field 
or anything. I wasn’t about to drink 
somebody’s urine. You said you wanted to be a 
helicopter pilot too?” 


Connie: “He wanted to be one, until he 
found out he had to sign up for longer.” 


Leonard: “I wanted to be a helicopter pilot. I 
thought that would be the coolest job there is. I 
went to a class and everything, I was getting 
ready to sign up and the guy said ‘Now you 
know that if you want to be a helicopter pilot 
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you’ve got to sign up for another year?’ and I 
said “Nah, don’t think so.” 


Paula: “You didn’t want to be there for 
another year?” 


Leonard: “Oh no!” 


Ethan: “So you would’ve had to be in 
Vietnam for two years?” 


Leonard: “Yep. Well, I understand because 
you’ve got to go through six weeks of training, 
on how to fly them.” 

Paula: “How long was your basic?” 


Ethan: “Ten weeks.” 


Paula: “Your basic was ten weeks? How long 
was your AIT?” 


Ethan: “22 Weeks.” 
Paula: “Huh. He had to stay in basic for 10 
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weeks, and AIT for 22. But all you had to do 
to learn to be a pilot was 6 weeks of training?” 


Leonard: “But you had to sign up for a whole 
year.” 


Paula: “Yeah, but you only have to train for 6 
weeks, right? How would you learn all of that in 
6 weeks?” 


Leonard: “Yeah, but the pilot training had 
nothing to do with the army. You spent a whole 
year just learning how to fly a helicopter. It’s 
army, but it’s not. You don’t have KP, or guard 
duty and all of that garbage. You train to be a 
helicopter pilot, which I don’t understand why 
it takes so long to learn how to fly one, but...” 


Paula: “Now they don’t let people with 
glasses fly helicopters.” 


Ethan: “You didn’t consider going airborne?” 


Leonard: “No. I’m not jumping out of any 
planes, I’m sorry.” 
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Ethan: “They offered for me to go airborne, 
and they offered for me to be a ranger, but you 
have to be airborne before you can be a ranger. 
My first sergeant in 2-44 ADA 101st BDE on Fort 
Campbell kept trying to get me to go air assault 
as well, I refused.” 


Leonard: “Oh, no.” 


Ethan: “In basic you rappel down the tower, I 
would’ve had to do that again, several times 
over to get my air assault patch. I knew a 
soldier that had an ordinance explode a few 
feet from them during deployment, they 
received a combat patch from it! They’re a 
combat veteran!” 


Leonard: “All I know is, those Marines over 
there lived like pigs. They didn’t have barracks, 


it was all tents.” 


Connie: “My cousin was a Marine in Vietnam 
and he came home and killed himself.” 


Ethan: “Marines are some of the most 
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dangerous men in the military.” 


Paula: “It takes two brain cells to rub 
together to become a marine.” 


Leonard: “You talk to the marines that are 
on R&R, and they go out for about three 
months at a time. You don’t sleep on a bed or 
anything, you sleep on the ground and eat out 
of a can.” 


Ethan: “But there’s nothing more dangerous 
than the US Army and US Marines. There’s not 
much that can take them down.” 


Paula: “Yeah there is. A 64 pack of crayons. 
Next thing you know, they’!I start lacing those 
trip mines with crayons.” 


*End of retrievable transcription. The rest 


of the file has been corrupted and cannot 
be played back. 
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This Concludes The 
Interview With Leonard 
Wayne Ruedlinger 
Regarding His Time In 
Vietnam. 
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Leonard and Connie Ruedlinger soon 
discovered they were unable to bear children 
naturally, and began to go through the foster 
system to care for kids. The first child they 
adopted was Matthew Ruedlinger, in 1973. They 
then adopted Rachel Ruedlinger when she was 
less than a month old. Leonard and Connie 
raised them both in the small town of 
Butlerville, Indiana. They’d then adopted Jami 
Lynn Ruedlinger (Nov. Ist 1979-Jan 10th, 2011) 

at the age of 13. Jami was taken from her 
natural family as a result of her mother’s 
horrible physical abuse. Jamie’s mother would 
get drunk and beat her until she was black and 
blue. The trauma from enduring abuse at the 
hands of her mother lead her down all of the 
wrong roads in life, from which she never 
recovered. Jami would eventually give birth to 
Garrett Hammond, my half brother. Leonard 
and Connie Ruedlinger wanted to adopt Garrett 
from Jami, considering she was unable to care 
for him due to falling victim to drug addiction. 
However, the two people who Garrett’s natural 
father was adopted by, Mike and Joellen 
adopted him instead. Jamie became pregnant 
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once more, and in an attempt to protect the 
child from harm during pregnancy, Connie and 
Leonard took Jami back into their home. Jami 
wanted to care for the child, but this would 
later be made impossible after slipping back 
into her drug addiction. On August 23rd, 2001, 
Jamie gave birth to me, Ethan Wayne 
Ruedlinger. Connie Ruedlinger cut my 
umbilical cord. Jami named me Ethan after the 
famous actor Ethan Hawk, whom she adored. 

My parents took me and Jami back home to a 
peaceful little house in North Vernon, Indiana. 
The next day, Jami went to a drug party and left 
me on the floor of the house in which it was 
being held. Leonard and Connie came and 
picked me up off the floor, and told Jami she 
was going to lose custody of me. Nearly one 
year after I’d been born, Leonard and Connie 
Ruedlinger officially adopted me as their own 
son. With Leonard being 56, and Connie being 
54, the judge requested confirmation that they 
were confident in their decision of taking in 
another child. They vehemently affirmed their 
decision with confidence, stating that they’d 
loved me from the very moment they’d laid 
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eyes on me. My parents would take me to 
Hardy Lake Campground from the time I was 2 
weeks old. As I got older, dad would teach me 
to fish off of the dock. We would go out on our 
pontoon boat and dock up with my uncle Larry 
and his boat, and our family friends that also 
camped nearby. We would swim in Hardy Lake 
and enjoy the warm weather. Some of my 
fondest childhood memories are of my time in 
campgrounds, particularly Hardy Lake and 
Woods-N-Waters. 


Adoptive Lineage 

Starting with my father’s side, Leonard 
Wayne Ruedlinger (February 15th, 1945-Living), 
His father and mother were Oliver Ruedlinger 
(March 12th, 1909-August 1984) and Eileen 
Ruedlinger (August 4th, 1918-April 12th, 1982.) 
According to the 1940 United States Federal 
Census, Eileen’s siblings were: Eunice Manion, 
Elmer Manion, Shirley Manion, Dorothy 
Manion, Virginia Manion, and Jim Manion. 
She’d been residing in St. Louis, Missouri at the 
time of the census. According to the US Social 
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Security Applications and Claims index of 
1936-2007, Eileen’s Maiden name was Manion. 
As mentioned previously, my grandfather on 
my dad’s side was abusive. My dad always tells 
me he was a horrible man who mistreated his 
mother, and understandably, dad hates Oliver. 
Dad loved his mother dearly however, she has 
been described to me as a kind and gentle soul. 
According to a World War 2 draft card that was 
filled out and filed by Oliver, he was working at 
Alkire Bros. Truck line in 1940. On the draft 
card, his age is listed as 31 years old. His 
address is listed as 3502 Nebraska Avenue, St. 
Louis. Missouri. Besides my dad, my 
grandfather Oliver had 3 sons with his first wife 
Edith, which were my dad’s siblings. Guilford 
Ruedlinger, Donald Ruedlinger (1933-2021), 
Doug Ruedlinger (1938-June 25th, 2014). With 
Eileen his second wife, he had: Geraldine 
“Gerry” Ruedlinger (February 20th, 1944- 
Living), Beatrice Annette “Bea” (Ruedlinger) 
Lewis (1947-2004), and Nancy Anne 
(Ruedlinger) Hylton (August 1956-Living). Dad 
grew up with his three sisters; my aunt Gerry, 
my Aunt Bea, and my aunt Nancy. Dad didn’t 


175 


know of his 3 brothers until 1982, when his 
mother, Eileen, had passed. Dad had to delve 
into paperwork, and discovered he had three 
older brothers. 

Doug Ruedlinger was a multimillionaire in the 
1980’s. Once the owner of an insurance firm 
out of Topeka, Kansas, he insured over 80% of 
all high schools nationwide in the 1980’s/ 
1990’s. Unfortunately, this wouldn’t last, as he 
was involved in corruption. His insurance firm 
was scamming people left and right. This 
landed him on live TV with Connie Chung, and 
eventually in prison, where he later died of 
ALS. 

An excerpt from a newspaper: 

“The insurance company that covers Rosalia 
High School agreed last month to pay the 
maximum settlement in the death of Chad 
Burnham. For three weeks, the money waited for 
the boy's father, David Burnham, and his ex-wife 
in a trust fund."It's meaningless!” said Burnham, 
a crop duster. “It's like it's Chad's money.” He 
psaid, explaining his reluctance to accept it. Chad 
Burnham was injured Sept. 23, 1988, late in the 
third quarter of the Rosalia-Colton high school 
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football game. Chad, a running back, was hit by 
a tackler. His head snapped backward and he fell 
to the ground. He returned to the game after a few 
plays, but minutes later staggered off the field and 
lost consciousness. In May, Doug Ruedlinger Inc., 
the Topeka, Kan. firm that administers Rosalia's 
catastrophic injury insurance policy, agreed to 
pay $250,000, the maximum benefit under the 
school's policy. Ruedlinger insures 80 percent 

of all high schools nationwide.” 

Here is another excerpt describing Doug 
Ruedlinger’s Insurance Shenanigans from a 
newspaper article entitled: “Catastrophe 
Insurance Is Under Preparation.” 

“Marty Wittman was a 16-year-old high school 
sophomore when he was left paralyzed from an 
injury suffered in a wrestling match last 
December in Tacoma, Washington. His lifestyle 
never will be the same, but the costs of making a 
new life are something he and his family never 
will have to worry about. Those costs will be paid 
through a catastrophic injury insurance program 
adopted last year by the Washington 
Interscholastic Activities Association. Beginning 
with the 1984-85 academic car, NCAA member 
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institutions may have a chance to provide the 
same kind of full medical coverage to student- 
athletes who suffer disabling injuries. The NCAA 
Insurance Committee has worked for nearly two 
years to develop a catastrophic injury insurance 
program. According to NCAA Director of Finance 
Richard D. Hunter, the college plan is nearing 
fruition. The NCAA Council endorsed the 
program this summer, pending review by legal 
counsel, and authorized the Insurance Committee 
to proceed with development of the plan. 

"An Association attorney, who has been 
involved in the project since it began, is taking a 
last look.” Hunter said. "Once he approves it, the 
Kansas Department of Insurance will review the 
program. We hope to have authorization from 
both within the next month." When those 
requirements are met, the details of the coverage 
will be announced in The NCAA News. Hunter 
and the committee then will begin educational 
and marketing efforts to put the program into 
effect. One of the reasons Hunter is optimistic 
about the NCAA plan being 

approved by the state insurance department is 
that it is based on the high school plan, already in 
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effect in Kansas and 47 other states. That 
program sometimes is referred to as the 
"Ruedlinger Plan," after Doug Ruedlinger, 
architect of both programs. Ruedlinger is 
president of Doug Ruedlinger, Incorporated, a 
company based in Topeka, Kansas. That 
company will administer the program, working 
with the NCAA committee as it already does with 
an NCAA sponsored insurance program for high 
school all-star games. "We are trying to provide 
an athlete who is catastrophically injured with 
reimbursement to the extent that there is no need 
to look to any other source, like the courts, for 
help, Ruedlinger said. 

"If we provide everything, there can be no 
concern on the part of the parents for financing.” 

The program is designed to take 

effect after other insurance benefits 

have been exhausted. Once that point 

is reached and a deductible amount 

is paid, the family will begin receiving 

help almost immediately, rather than 
experiencing the long delays that can occur with 
court cases. "We will provide prompt coverage 
and pay for anything that is of a medical 
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necessity, as termed by the doctor.” Ruedlinger 
said. Ruedlinger always emphasizes the medical 
coverage as a key element of the program, even 
though the policy also offers additional liability 
protection. Some observers have questioned the 
necessity of the plan, believing it to be only a 
liability policy. “That is a misconception.” he- See 
Catastrophe, page 12” 


I don’t have further access to the rest of this 
article. Doug was involved in insurance fraud 
across the United States. My parents, Connie & 
Leonard Ruedlinger, visited him while he was 
living in his multimillion dollar mansion. They 
described it to me as immaculate, a marvel. 
Shortly after my parents visiting him, he was 
charged with Insurance fraud and thrown in 
prison, where he lived out the remainder of his 
time on earth. My parents had no knowledge of 
his insurance fraud, and barely had surface 
level knowledge of his company. Of course, 
Doug was by far the richest of us Ruedlingers. 
Oliver’s parents, my great grandparents on my 
dad’s side, are Charles Ruedlinger (April 4th, 
1888-July 23rd, 1945) and Magdalena “Lena” 
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(Dondeville) Ruedlinger (approx. 1892- 
approx. 

1979). 

Charles Ruedlinger had three wives 
throughout his life. He shot one of his wives. He 
owned a bar, they went outside into an alley 
during an argument, and he shot her. 
According to the records I could dig up through 
Ancestry.com, Charles Ruedlinger died of 
Paralytic Ileus due to Carcinoma of the rectum, 
and carcinoma of the liver. He spent 4 days in 
Josephine Heitkamp Hospital in St. Louis, 
Missouri before finally dying on July 23rd, 1945. 
Magdalena “Lena” Ruedlinger was born in 
approximately 1892. According to the 1910 
United States Federal Census, she was born in 
Illinois, and during the census, she was living in 
St. Louis Ward 9, St. Louis, Missouri. I was 
curious as to what “Ward 9” was in reference 
to, so I scoured a few web pages until I found 
this on Wikipedia: 

“Louis City. The current alderman for Ward 9 
is Inez Bordeaux. (An Alderman is and elected 
member of a municipal council.) Ward 9 
contains parts of many neighborhoods, 
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including Dutchtown, Mount Pleasant, 
Marine Villa, Gravois Park, Kosciusko, Soulard, 
Benton Park, Tower Grove East, and Benton 
Park West.” 

So through deductive reasoning, I’d figure she 
lived with Charles in 1910 in one of the 
locations listed. I couldn’t uncover Magdalena’s 
parents through public record. 

Charles Ruedlinger’s parents, my great great 
grandparents, are Jacob Ruedlinger (September 
23rd, 1854-October ist, 1922) and Catherine 
Hohl (February 28th, 1857-October 27th, 1928) 
Jacob Ruedlinger was born in St. Gallen, 
Switzerland. During the late 19th-early 20th 
century, immigrants were arriving at Ellis 
Island in droves. According to a record of 
passengers arriving on Ellis Island, Jacob 
Ruedlinger departed from Le Havre and Brest, 
France, heading to Ellis Island, effectively 
immigrating to the United States, in 1886. Jacob 
arrived on Ellis Island in New York on April 
27th, 1886. My dad’s family had officially begun 
a new life in the United States. I couldn’t find 
any records of Catherine immigrating to the 
United States, but according to public record 
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she was born in Apfenzell, Switzerland. 
Catherine (Hohl) Ruedlinger’s parents are 
Johann Jakob Hohl (March 19th, 1837-February 
1ith, 1917) and Anna Katharina Hohl (March 
29th, 1835-March 17th, 1898.) I can’t find Anna’s 
parents, but Johann’s mother and father are 
Michael Hohl (October 24th, 1814-January 30th, 
1894) and Anna Katharina (Frehner) Hohl ( June 
20th, 1811-January 11th, 1840.) 

Anna’s parents also couldn’t be identified, but 
Michael’s parents are Bartholomew Hohl (April 
17th, 1785-June 7th, 1849) and Elizabeth Hohl 
(November 30th, 1787-August 28th, 1845.) They 
both were born, and also died, in Suisse, 
Appenzell AR, Heiden. 

Elizabeth’s traceable lineage ends with her 
mother, Anna Geiger (1741-Unknown.) 
Bartholomew’s parents are Michael Hohl 
(February 15th, 1741-1794) and Katharina (Eggar) 
Hohl (May 30th, 1741-Unknown.) 

I couldn’t trace Katharina’s mother and 
father, but Michael’s father and mother are 
Rudolf Hohl (1697-1743) and Anna Barbara Hohl 
(1699-1773.) 

Anna’s lineage is untraceable, but Rudolf’s 
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parents are Hans Hohl (1630-Uknown) and 
Anna Hohl (Uknown-Uknown.) The only parent 
that can be traced from here is Hans’ father, 
Jakob Hohl (1595-Unknown.) This is where the 
traceable bloodline of Catherine Hohl, wife of 
Jacob Ruedlinger, ends. 

From here, I could only find Jacob’s mother, 
Regula Geiger (March 16th, 1823-January 9th, 
1899), who seems to have a lengthy public 
record for some odd reason. She was born in 
Nessian, St. Gallen, Switzerland, and died in 
Sankt, St. Gallen, Switzerland. Regula’s father, 
my 4th great-grandfather, is Johannes Geiger 
(February 12th, 1768-June 17th, 1847. He was 
born, and also died, in Nesslau, St. Gallen, 
Switzerland. As far as I can tell, there are no 
publicly available records on file for him except 
for his death. His wife, Susanna Scherrer 
(December 14th, 1788-November 2ist, 1834) was 
also born, and died, in Nesslau, St. Gallen, 
Switzerland. Backtracking to Clara Nancy 
Mincemyer, (1898-1977) her father and mother 
are John Christopher Mincemeyer Jr. (August 
27th, 1857-May 1ith, 1933) and Hannah 
Mincemeyer Hildebrand (1861-November 17th, 
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1939.) John was born in Beaufort, Franklin, 
Missouri, and died in Boone South, Franklin, 
Missouri. Hannah was born in Hanburg, 
Germany. Her location of death is unknown. 
Hannah’s father and mother are Daniel 
Hildebrand (June 17th, 1824-May 15th, 1895) 
and Albertine Karoline Wilhelmina Standke 
(June 14th, 1826-May 15th, 1894.) Daniel was 
born in Berlin, Brandenburg, Germany. He died 
in Illinois. Albertine was born in Schoenrade/ 
Friedeberg, Brandenburg, Germany, and died 
in Cook County, Illinois. 

Albertine’s father and mother are 
untraceable. Daniel’s father and mother are 
Johann Andreas Hildebrand (December Ist, 
1773-January 19th, 1837) and Albertine Henriette 
Mittelstaedt (Approx. June 1798-August 14th, 
1825.) Johann was born in Schonaich, 
Wuerttemberg, Germany, and died in Buttstadt, 
Germany. Albertine’s father and mother are 
Johann Christian Mittelstaedt (June 11th, 1773- 
Unknown) and Dorothee Elizabeth Lutcken 
(April 3rd, 1773-Unknown.) 

Dorothee’s traceable bloodline ends here, but 
Johann’s father and mother are Christoph 
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Friedrich Von Mittelstadt (March 9th, 1745- 
March 23rd, 1823) and Johann Dorothea Pape 
(Approx 1744-March 23rd, 1823.) 

Backtracking to Johann Hildebrand, his 
mother and father are Andreas Hildebrand 
(August 19th, 1748-Unknown) and Anna Maria 
Schock (1750-October 10th, 1788.) 

Anna’s father is untraceable, but her mother 
is Maria Dorothea Binder (1722-August 2nd, 
1787.) Maria’s father and mother are Johann 
Georg Binder (November 2nd, 1700-December 
13th, 1732) and Maria Catharina Klenck (May 
29th, 1696-Unknown. 

Maria’s father and mother are Frantz (Franz) 
Klink (Klenck) (659-Unknown) and Anna Maria 
Koch (Koech) (1660-Unknown.) 

Anna’s father is Georg ( Jorg) Koch (Koech) 
(1633-Unknown.) Backtracking to Frantz, his 
father and mother are Johann (Hans) Georg 
Klink (Klenck) (May 8th, 1623-Unknown) and 
Margaretha Gremmer (Grimmer) (May 14th, 
1634-Unknown.) 

Margaretha’s father and mother are Jacob 
Grimmer (February 24th, 1607-December 18th, 
1665) and Margaretha Schempff Grimmer (April 
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3rd, 1603-February 15th, 1661.) 

Jacob’s father and mother are Jacob Grimmer 

(January 16th, 1579-April 10th, 1663) and 
Anna Maria Muller Grimmer (January 16th, 
1578-May 20th, 1632.) 

Anna’s father and mother are Martin Muller 
(1553-Approx. 1609) and Martha Muller (1557- 
Unknown.) 

Backtracking to Jacob Grimmer (1579-1663), 
his father and mother are Jakob Grimmer 
(Approx. 1545-1596) and Katharina Heintz (1547- 
Unknown.) 

Katharina’s father and mother are 
Thenningar Heintz (Approx 1525-Unknown) and 
Anna Heintz (Approx. 1525-Unknown.) 

Backtracking to Jakob Grimmer (1545-1596), 
his father and mother are Erhard Grimmer 
(1500-1577) and Margareta Grimmer 
(1508-1564.) 

Backtracking to Johann Klink (1623- 
Unknown), his father and mother are Johann 
(Hans) Jacob Klink (Klinck or Klencken) (April 
13th, 1600- August 25th, 1639) and Walburga 
(Barbara) Walther (April 30th, 1595-October 
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30th, 1669.) Johann’s father and mother are 
Johann Veitl Klink (May 12th, 1573-1638) and 
Barbara Stieffel (Schoch) Klenck (February 12th, 
1575-1638.) Barbara’s mother is Appollonia 
Gruber (1536-1588.) 

Appollonia’s father and mother are Johann 
Grtiber (1511-Unknown) and Magdalena Gruber 
(1518-Unknown.) 

Backtracking to Johann Klink (1573-1638), his 
father and mother are Melcher (Melchior) Klink 
(1542-1607) and Maria Magdalena Seidenagel 
(1548-Unknown.) 

Melcher’s father and mother are Melchior 
Klink (515-Unknown) and Katharina Klink 
(1518- Unknown.) 

Backtracking to Johann Binder (1700-1732), 
his father and mother are Georg Jerg Binder 
(Approx. 1671-August 31st, 1746) and Anna 
Haderle (Hederlin) (Approx. 1673-March Ist, 
1748.) 

Anna’s father and mother are Georgius 
Haderlin (June 14th, 1642-February 2nd, 1677) 
and Agatha Hauser (March 27th, 1646-February 
7th, 1677.) 
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Agatha’s mother is Catharina Fischer 
(November 13th, 1605-October 26th, 1634.) 
Catherina’s father is Johannes Fischer 
(1574-1624.) 

Johannes’ father and mother are Jacob 
Fischer (1546-1584) and Susanna Hegelin 
(1545-1574.) Jacob’s father and mother are Hans 
Fischer (1516-1571) and Barbara Wiblishauser 
(Approx. 1523-February 6th, 1587.) 

Backtracking to Georgius Haderlin, his father 
is unknown, but his mother is Barbara 
Haederlin (1606-February Ist, 1676.) Barbara’s 
father and mother are Peter Haederlin (June 
23rd, 1582- March 7th, 1636) and Anna (Pfau) 
Haederlin (1582-August 15th, 1635.) 

Anna’s father and mother are Hans Michael 
Pfau (Either 1552 or 1555-1611) and Anna Maria 
Reich Saureisen Wolgezogen (1555-February 
5th, 1628.) While nearly every member of this 
section of my father’s bloodline was born in 
Germany, this is where things change a bit. 
Michael was born in Schomberg, Freudenstadt, 
Baden-Wiittemberg, Deutschland in 1552/1555, 
and died in Eschenbach, Goppingen, Baden- 
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Wuerttemberg, Germany. Anna was born, 
and died, in these same two places. 
Deutschland is another name for Germany, but 
Germany was apparently becoming more 
popular a name for the country by the time 
Michael and Anna’s records were written. 

Anna’s mother and father couldn’t be traced, 
but Michael’s father and mother are Johannes 
Pfau (1530-1568) and Barbara Sweitzer Pfau 
(1530-Unknown.) Both are listed as being born, 
and dying in “Deutschland,” which is Germany. 
Backtracking to Peter Herderlin (1565-1612), his 
father and mother are Johannes Haderle 
(1515-1585) and Rosine Spindler (1520-1606.) 
Since this was a dead end, I’m backtracking to 
Andreas Hilderbrandt (1748-Unknown.) His 
father and mother are Andreas Hilderbrandt 
(November 30th, 1711-1765) and Anna Katharina 
Kraiss (June 17th, 1709-1765.) 

Anna’s father and mother are Hans Jakob 
KraifS’ (December 15th, 1668-1732) and 
Margretha Vogelin (April 29th, 1672-March 2nd, 
1742.) Margaretha’s father and mother are Jacob 
Vogelin (July 12th, 1630-June 24th, 1702) and 
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Margaretha Ohler (Approx. 1635-March 15th, 
1690.) 

Margaretha’s father and mother are Michael 
Ohler (Approx. 1600-June 10th, 1654) and 
Margaretha Stengel (March 17th, 1605- 
Unknown.) 

Margaretha’s father and mother are Jacob 
Stengel (May Ist, 1565-July 19th, 1637) and Anna 
(Bauer) Stengel ( January 8th, 1574-September 
21st, 1635.) 

Anna’s father and mother are Hanss Bauer 
(1550-October 30th, 1583) and Ursula (Maier) 
Bauer (1550-Unknown.) 

Backtracking to Michael Ohler, his father is 
Peter Ohler (1575-Unknown.) 

Back to Jacob Vogelin (1630-1702), his father 
and mother are Martin Vogelin (November Ist, 
1602-May 11th, 1665) and Ursula Vogelin 
(November 25th, 1634-Unknown.) 

Back to Hans Jakob Kraifs, his father and 
mother are Jerg Kraif$ (October 19th, 1625-July 
14th, 1706) and Catharina Altdorfer (September 
15th, 1639-October 4th, 1691.) 

Catharina’s father and mother are Hans Jakob 
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Altdorfer (August 5th, 1589-Approx. 1661) and 
Agnes Wacker (1618-Unknown.) 

Hans’ father and mother are Leonhard 
Altdorfer (Approx. 1550-1601) and Elizabeth 
Widmann (Approx 1555-November 30th, 1596.) 
Elizabeth’s mother is Catharina Bachlin (1520- 
May 26th, 1592.) 

Catharina’s father and mother are Martin 
Bachlins (Approx. 1505-1560) and Maria Trintler 
(Approx. 1505-1588.) 

Backtracking to Leonhard Altdorfer 
(1550-1601), his father and mother are Hans 
Altdorfer (1510-1586) and Catharina 
(Tuchscherer) Altdorfer (1510-August 13th, 
1590.) 

Backtracking to Jerg Kraifs, his father and 
mother are Michael Kraifg (October 28th, 
1600-1653) and Anna Kraif (Approx. 1605- 
Unknown.) 

Back to Andreas Hildebrand (1711-1790), his 
father and mother are Johann Georg 
Hildebrand (1669-July 14th, 1741) and Katharina 
Wacker (April 11th, 1675-February 4th, 1748.) 
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Katharina’s father and mother are Jacob 
Wacker (1635-September 27th, 1691) and 
Veronica (Helg) Wacker (September 12th, 1639- 
Unknown.) 

Veronica’s father and mother are Johannes 
Helg (1611-Unknown) and Barbara (Rolli) Helg 
(December 3rd, 1615-Unknown.) 

Barbara’s father and mother are Heinrich 
Rolli (Approx. 1580-Unknown) and Margreth 
(Schnider) Rolli (March 29th, 1579-Unknown.) 
Margreth’s father and mother are Ulij Schnider 
(Approx. 1547-Unknown) and Anna (Bueschlen) 
Schnider (Approx. 1551-Unknown.) 
Backtracking to Heinrich Rolli (580-Unknown), 
his father and mother are Balthasar Rolli 
(September 12th, 1558) and Elsy (Stuerler) Rolli 
(1553-Unknown.) 

Balthasar’s father and mother are Hans Rolli 
(1525-Unknown) and Hans Rolli (Approx. 1527- 
Unknown.) 

Backtracking to Jacob Wacker (1635-1691), his 
father and mother are Johannes Lorenz Wacker 
(1594-Unknown) and Anna Dorothea 
Entenmann (February 16th, 1603-Unknown.) 
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Anna’s father and mother are Nikolaus 
Entenmann (December 4th, 1567-September 
19th, 1622) and Agatha Entenmann (1565- 
Unknown.) 

Nikolaus’ father and mother are Claus 
Entenmann (January Ist, 1534-August 14th, 
1627) and Elisa Mararetha Neuffer (Keisss) 
Entenmann (November 22nd, 1532-April 12th, 
1589.) 

Elisa’s mother is Christina Barbara Waesserer 
(Approx. 1514-Approx. 1589.) 

Backtracking to Claus Entenmann (1534-1627), 
his father and mother are Clauss Entenmann 
(1515-1577) and Margaretha Entenmann 
(1520-1571.) 

Now, returning far back to John Christopher 
Mincemeyer Jr. (1857-1933), 

his father and mother are Johannes Christian 
G. Miinzenmajer (May 29th, 1820-1894) and 
Anna Kubli (February 1ith, 1838-February 24th, 
1925.) Johannes’ father and mother are Johann 
Christian Muenzenmajer (December 31st, 1794- 
March 1ith, 1857) and Henrika Catharina 
Schwindrazheim Muenzenmajer (November 
5th, 1798-December 12th, 1872.) Johann’s father 
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and mother are Johannes Miinzenmeyer 
(April 19th, 1750-November Ist, 1823) and Eva 
Jakobina Scheyhing (November 15th, 1756- 
November 25th, 1826.) 

Eva’s mother is Eva Rosina Berner (June 18th, 
1719-August 30th, 1766.) 

Eva’s father and mother are Johann Philipp 
Berner (April 1677-July 10th, 1749) and Eva 
Hubenbauer (January 1677-September 10th, 
1741.) 

Johann’s father and mother are Johannes 
Berner (1645-1695) and Anna Maria Klenck 
(September 6th, 1646-October 21st, 1694.) 
Anna’s father is Leonhardt Klinck (August 10th, 
1608-April 19th, 1676.) 

Backtracking to Johannes Munzenmeyer 
(1750-1823), his father and mother are Johannes 
Miinzenmaier (December 27th, 1726-March Ist, 
1794) and Agnes Margaretha Wunsch (March 
20th, 1726-February 15th, 1788.) 

Johannes’ father and mother are Johannes 
Mutinzenmayer (December 5th, 1693-Approx. 
1761) and Barbara Vogel (June 20th, 1695-June 
14th, 1754.) Barbara’s father is Hanfs Georg 
Vogel (Unknown-Unknown.) 
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Back to Johannes Munzenmayer (1693-1761), is 
father and mother are Hans Jacob Munzmayer 

(January 19th, 1668-December 5th, 1730) and 
Anna Maria Kunners (1672-June 6th, 1732.) 
Anna’s mother is Jacobe Goettling (Unknown- 
November 8th, 1697.) 

Back to Hans Jacob Munzenmayer 
(1668-1730), his father and mother are Hans 
Johann Mentzmayer (1630-Unknown), and 
Anna Deyhlin (1635-November 4th, 1708.) 

Anna’s father is Hanss Wolff Deyhlin 
(1605-1670.) 

Backtracking to Hans Mentzmayer (1630- 
Unknown), his mother and father are Hanz 
Muinzenmay (1606-January 23rd, 1682) and 
Anna Deichler (1608-September 7th, 1668.) 
Hanz’s father and mother are Heinrich 
Miintzmayer (Approx. 1573-February 17th, 1635) 
and Maria Muntzmayer (1573-Unknown.) 
Heinrich’s father is Heinrich Mintzmayer (1525- 
Unknown.) 

This concludes the traceable lineage of Clara 
Nancy Mincemeyer (1898-1977.) 

Back to her husband, Samuel Elmer Manion 

(1884-1956.) His father and mother were 
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William Daniel Manion (October 26th, 1858- 
January 16th, 1943) and Frances Josephine 
“Josie” (Thurmond) Manion (February 12th, 
1863-October 22nd, 1929.) 

Frances’ father and mother are William 
Wesley “Wes” Thurmond (August 28th, 1843- 
April 17th, 1924) and Serrelda Melvina (Steele) 
Thurmond (November 8th, 1844-March 12th, 
1927.) Serrelda’s father and mother are William 
Oliver Steele (November Ist, 1808-1888) and 
Juliana Bennett (May 1812-Approx. 1900.) 

Juliana’s father is Benjamin F. Bennett 
(Approx. 1780-Unknown.) 

Backtracking to William Steele (1808-1888), 
his father and mother are Henry P. Steele 
(October 10th, 1781-1867) and Barbara Ellen 
(Zumwalt) Steele (Approx. 1791-1870.) 

Barbara’s mother is Elizabeth Conrad (1759- 
February 27th, 1820.) 

Back to Henry Steele (1781-1867), his father is 
James Steele (March 18th, 1750-1816.) 

James’ father is John Steele (1720-Unknown.) 
Back to William Thurmond (1843-1924), his 
father and mother are Bennett Dudley 
Thurmond (May 6th, 1818-July 16th, 1890) and 
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Florena “Flory” (Calvird) Thurmond 
(November 6th, 1822-November Ist, 1898.) 
Flora’s father and mother are Thomas J. Calvird 
(1794-1858) and Lillian Elizabeth Calvird 
(Approx. 1794-Unknown.) 

Back to William Daniel Manion (1858-1943), 
his father and mother are Samuel South 
Manion 

(July 20th, 1816-February 20th, 1876) and 
Cerena Serena Robertson (November 22nd, 
1826-May 13th, 1911.) 

Cerena’s father and mother are James A. 
Robertson (December 16th, 1799-November 
23rd, 1873) and Mary Robertson Young 
(Approx. 1800-1859.) 

This concludes the traceable bloodline of 
Samuel E Manion (1884-1956.) 


This concludes the complete traceable 
lineage on my father’s side. 


On my mother’s side, Connie Lynn 
Ruedlinger, my grandfather is Aubrey Freeman 
Duncan (December 12th, 1922-January 3rd, 
2009) and Hazel Lee Duncan (May 28th, 1918- 
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August 7th, 1999.) My grandpa, Aubrey 
Freeman Duncan, was born on December 12th, 
1922 in Morrison, Coffee County, Tennessee. He 
married my grandmother, Hazel Lee Duncan, 
on May 29th, 1946 in Acton, Indiana. Aubrey 
had three children: my mother, Connie Lynn 
(Duncan) Ruedlinger, (February 1ith, 1947- 
Living) my uncle, Larry Alan Duncan, 
(December 1950- Living) and my aunt, Sandra 
Kaye Duncan (October 6th, 1956-May 30th, 
1968). My uncle Larry Duncan married 
Kathleen Gordon on October 11th, 1969. 

My Grandpa Aubrey F. Duncan’s parents are 
John Calhoun Duncan (October 4th, 1881- 
February 9th, 1936) and Nellie Sue (Bennett) 
Duncan (September 16th, 1898-September 29th, 
1995.) John Calhoun Duncan was born in 
Morrison, Coffee County, Tennessee. He died in 
Indianapolis, Marion County, Indiana. John and 
Nellie’s Children, my grandfather’s siblings, 
are; Betty Duncan, Ed Duncan (Approx 1932- 
Unknown), Hazel Duncan (September 8th, 1918- 
February 16th, 1985), Jim Duncan, John Cohen 
Duncan, *John Duncan was in the US Navy in 
World War 2, as inscribed on his gravestone* 


199 


(November Ist, 1920-March 30th, 2007) 
Juanita Josephine (Duncan) Clark, (January 
6th, 1925- November Ist, 1995) and William 
Bennett “Bill” Duncan (June 27th, 1916- 
December 30th, 1994.) Nellie Sue (Bennett) 
Duncan’s father and mother are William Wiley 
Bennett (March 19th, 1862-November 29th, 1911) 
and Mary Anne Mollie (Lovell) Bennett 
(September 20th, 1868- April 13th, 1964.) 
William was born in Bedford County, 
Tennessee in 1861 and died in Franklin County 
in 1911. Mary Anne was born in Coffee County, 
Tennessee in 1868 and died in Brooklyn, 
Morgan County, Indiana in 1964. Following 
Mary Anne’s lineage, her mother and father are 
John Rufus Lovell (February 25th, 1841- 
February 29th, 1920) and Susan Armenta 
(Tomes) Martin (August Ist, 1841-August 20th, 
1934.) 

I can’t trace John’s lineage any further, but 
Susan’s father and mother are Rufus Franklin 
Martin (March 16th, 1819-1900) and Emily Ann 
Tomes (Approx 1820-Between 1860/1864.) Both 
Rufus and Emily were born in Virginia, and 
died in Tennessee. 
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Tracing Emily’s lineage, her father and 
mother are Clifton Tomes (1788-December 3rd, 
1853) and Mary Polly (Critzer) Tomes 
(1794-1850.) Tracing Molly’s lineage, her father 
and mother are Johann Kreitzer (1740- 
December 1817) and Susanna “Sarah” Varner 
Critzer (Wilson) Kreitzer (1769-1819.) Johannes 
was born in Prussia, Saale-Holzland-Kreis, 
Thueringen, Germany in 1740, and died in Mt. 
Sydney, Nelson, Virginia, United States. 

“Sarah’s” father is untraceable via public 
record, but her mother is Anna M. Nagle/ 
Naegele (December 25th, 1746-February 14th, 
1820.) Anna was born in Wuettemberg, 
Germany in 1746, and died in Fannett, Franklin 
County, Pennsylvania in 1820. 

Anna’s father is untraceable, much like 
Sarah’s. Her mother is Catherina Sprengerin 
(1730-1747.) Catherina was born in Branenburg, 
Germany, in 1730 and died in Frederick County, 
Virginia in 1747. 

Since we’ve traced Susanna Varner Kreitzer’s 
heritage, we’ll return to Johannes Kreitzer. His 
father and mother are Johannes Hinrich 
Koeritzer (January Ist, 1694-March 5th, 1755) 


201 


and Maria Elizabeth Boevers (May 28th, 1699- 
May 8th, 1763.) Both Johannes and Maria were 
born, and died, in Lauenhagen, Schaumburg, 
Germany. 

At the end of the line on Maria’s side, her 
father and mother are Hans Harm Boevers 
(1670- Unknown) and Anna Catherina 
Mensching (April 17th, 1674-1703.) Both were 
born, and died, in Lauenhagen, Schaumburg, 
Germany. Backtracking to Johannes Koeritzer, 
(1694-1755) his father and mother are Heinrich 
Hans Caspar Koeritzer (September 29th, 1668- 
June 1717) and Catharina Margarentha Kempen 
(March 2nd, 1667-Approx. 1728.) Heinrich was 
born in Lauenhagen, Schaumburg, Germany in 
1668, and died in Lauenhagen, Schlippe, 
Germany in 1717. Catharina was born in 
Lauenhagen, Schaumburg, Niedersachsen, 
Germany in 1667. Her exact death date and 
location are unknown, and apparently weren’t 
recorded. Catharina’s parents are Hans Kempen 
(1641-July 9th, 1686) and Margarete Kempen 
(1645-April 19th, 1693.) Hans was born in 
Lauenhagen, Schaumburg, Niedersachsen, 
Germany in 1641, and died in Busch, 
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Wurttemburg, Germany in 1686. Margarete 
was born in Lauenhagen, Schaumburg, 
Niedersachsen, Germany in 1645. Her death 
location is unknown. Backtracking to Hienrich, 
his father and mother are Johann Casper 
Koeritzer (1640-1702) and Catharina Mensching 
(1640-September 2nd, 1684.) Backtracking to 
Rufus Franklin Martin (1819-1900), his father is 
unknown, but his mother is Lucinda Cross 
Martin (March 16th, 1811-May 4th, 1894.) She 
was born, and died, in Coopertown, Robertson 
County, Tennessee. Lucinda’s mother and 
father are (Reverend) Patrick Martin (July 7th, 
1772-July 20th, 1852) and Mary Anne (Hicks) 
Martin (March 16th, 1772-1862.) The Reverend 
Patrick Martin was born in Augusta, Virginia 
Colony in 1772. Reverend Patrick Martin died in 
Coopertown, Robertson County, Tennessee. 

Mary Anne was born in Rowan County, North 
Carolina, and died in Coopertown, Robertson 
County, Tennessee. 

Reverend Patrick Martin fought in the War of 
1812 against the British for control of land in the 
north. He served as part of Cpt. Richard 
Benson’s company, 2nd Regiment (Cheatham’s) 
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of the West Tennessee Militia. Patrick was a 
Methodist minister, and a traveling preacher for 
the Mt. Zion Circuit. He also fought in the Creek 
War. He was born in Virginia, when Virginia 
was still one of the 13 colonies. 

Here is the complete Rev. Patrick Martin’s 
memorial: 

“Rev Patrick Martin was the son of George and 
Mary Elizabeth (McFerrin) Martin. He was born 
in Virginia, the oldest of 10 children. He had 4 full 
siblings and 5 half siblings. His family migrated to 
Tennessee sometime after May 24, 1778, when his 
youngest full brother, Thomas M. Martin, was 
born. They migrated with the Purdy McFerrin 
family, relatives of his mother. They settled in 
Knox County, Tennessee. his mother died there. 
His brother, Rev. Thomas M. Martin ,had 
remained behind, in Virginia, with family. After 
his mother died, Patrick was taken into the care 
of his uncle, Joseph Martin, his father's brother. 
They traveled to Nashville, TN, from Knox 
County. It appears George, Patrick's father, 
travelled with Joseph and Patrick, to Davidson 
County, and later to Robertson County. It was in 
Nashville that Joseph Met and married Elizabeth 
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Aires, a widow, in 1788. Joseph Purchased 2 
tracts of land in Davidson county. The first was on 
White's Creek, purchased 320 acres for 100 
pounds, out of a land grant belonging to William 
Loggins in 1786. In 1789 Joseph purchased 350 
acres in Tennessee County, NC, for 1OOO pounds 
[Now part of present day Davidson County], on 
the south side of the Cumberland River, at the 
mouth of the Red River. Patrick and Joseph had 
lived in the blockhouse that had been built near 
the town square called Eaton's Station, 2 miles 
north of Nashville. Nashville had a few stores, a 
school, and a jail. Patrick first attended school in 
Nashville. In 1797, Uncle Joe became dissatisfied 
with the 2 farms he had purchased in Davidson 
County, so he sold them and the Martins moved to 
Robertson County, Tennessee. Here, Joe 
purchased 640 acres for 640 dollars from 
William Brown, heir of James Brown, in 1797. 
Joseph died in 1798, and was buried in the family 
cemetery on the farm. The year before his death, 
it seems Joseph signed over his estate to his wife, 
brother, and Nephew, and they decided in late 
1798 to sell 311 acres of the farm for $193.33 to 
Samuel Crockett, Joseph's neighbor. The land was 
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located on Brown's Fork, on Karr's (Carr's) 
Creek, it was part of the 640 acre Brown Grant. 
After his uncle's death, Patrick inherited enough 
land for each of his surviving children to have a 
farm upon his death. Patrick became a volunteer 
soldier and travelled through the countryside, 
helping to defend the women and children from 
Indian attacks. He later helped to defend 
Crockett's Fort in Coopertown TN, on the farm of 
Samuel Crockett in what was known as the Creek 
War, where he was wounded. He was again 
wounded when he was shot through the wrist by 
an Indian and was crippled in that hand for the 
rest of his life, at Sycamore Creek, near where the 
Sycamore Powder mills were later located. Three 
years before his uncle's death, Patrick married 
Mary Ann Hicks (Sister of Willis Hicks, Who was 
the father of Dr. R.H. Hicks of Springfield, 
Tennessee) on March 7, 1796. Their first child, a 
girl, was born the next year in 1797. Her name was 
Elizabeth. Two years later, another girl, Sarah, 
was born in 1799. Sarah died soon after birth. 
Elizabeth lived until 1864, she married Henry 
Carter and had at least 6 children. Between 1801 
and 1811, 5 more children were born to Patrick 
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and Mary, they are, in order of birth; Nancy 
(1801-?), Joseph B. (1803-1815), Absalom Hicks 
(1805-1898), Rev. Garrett Washington (1808-1894), 
Lucinda Cross (1811-1894), and Mary Patterson 
(1813-1886), just before his deployment on Jan 28, 
1814. Patrick fought in the War of 1812 against the 
British, for control of land in the north. He was 
paid to include May 23rd, 1814 in his service. He 
served as part of Captain Richard Benson's 
Company, 2nd Regiment (Cheatham's), West 
Tennessee Militia. After the war, Rev. Patrick and 
Mary had 3 more children; Thomas Henry 
(1816-1888), Patrick Patterson (1818-1904), and 
Weltha Jane (1821-1897). Altogether, he and his 
wife had 10 children. Rev. Patrick and Mary were 
members of the Methodist faith, though he had 
been raised a Presbyterian, and belonged to the 
Mt. Zion community of Coopertown, TN. Rev. 
Patrick and Samuel Crockett each donated land 
for the building of Mt. Zion United Methodist 
Church and Cemetery. His brother, Thomas, was 
one of it’s first trustees. Patrick was a Methodist 
minister for many years, and was a traveling 
preacher for the Mt. Zion Circuit, though he was 
never a permanent pastor for Mt. Zion, unlike his 
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brother Thomas, who was a permanent fixture 
at Mt. Zion. The church still stands today, and 
many of Patrick's children and descendants , and 
some of his brother Thomas's children and 
descendants are buried in the church cemetery. 
Rev. Patrick's dying wish was to be buried at his 
uncle Joe's feet, in the Martin family cemetery, on 
the Martin property, in Coopertown. A nephew of 
Patrick is also buried in that cemetery, though it 
is not known which nephew it is. Patrick's original 
stone, his uncle's marker, and all of the other 
markers in the family cemetery have since been 
lost to time and the elements. A replacement stone 
was erected by Patrick's great granddaughter, 
Mary Barry (Martin) Freeman, a member of the 
Hero of New Orleans chapter of the United States 
Daughters of the War of 1812. He fought in Pvt. 
Benson's Co. C. All except 2 of his children 
survived him. The 2 that did not are Joseph B. who 
died in 1815 and Sarah who died in 1797. All but 3 
of his children; Joseph, Sarah [buried in the 
family cemetery], and Elizabeth [burial place 
unknown], are buried in Mt. Zion.” 

I couldn’t trace Mary Anne’s lineage, but 
Reverend Patrick Martin’s father and mother 
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are “Private” George Martin (October 20th, 
1741-May 5th, 1820) and Mary Elizabeth 
McFerrin (1750-August 3rd, 1778.) George was 
born in Augusta County, Virginia in 1741, and 
died in Bracken County, Kentucky in 1820. 
Mary was born in Washington County, Virginia 
in 1750, and died in Knoxville, Tennessee in 
1778. 

Mary’s father couldn’t be traced, but her 
mother is Isabella “Isabel” Nielson/Nelson 
(August 15th, 1723-August 2nd, 1809.) 

This is the end of Mary’s traceable bloodline, 
so backtracking to George Martin (1741-1820), 
his father and mother were “Captain” Patrick 
Martin (1720-September 19th, 1769) and Mary 
Margret Jane Patterson (1720-August 1770.) 
Captain Patrick Martin was born in Ulster, 
Ireland in 1720, and died in Augusta Springs, 
Augusta County, Virginia in 1769. He was a 
veteran of the French and Indian War, on the 
side of the British. He commanded the Virginia 
militia since May 2nd, 1756, and entered service 
in the king’s (King George III) army on August 
Ath, 1756. He served 36 days, and was 
discharged on September 9th, 1756. Captain 
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Patrick Martin served under the ultimate 
command of George Washington. 

Captain Patrick Martin’s father and mother 
were Andrew Martin (1690-March Ist, 1749) and 
Sarah Russell (1695-1776.) Both were born in 
Ulster, Ireland, and died in Augusta County, 
Georgia. 

Considering we’ve covered this entire side of 
Nellie Sue Bennett’s bloodline, we’re 
backtracking all the way back to William W. 
Bennett (1862-1911.) William’s father and 
mother are William Bennett (Approx 1837- 
February 12th, 1896) and Mary Ann (Williams) 
Bennett (August Ist, 1840-September 19th, 
1894.) William was born in Moore County, 
Tennessee in about 1837, and died in Coffee 
County, Tennessee in 1896. Mary Ann was born 
in Asheville, Buncombe, North Carolina in 
1840, and died in Overton, Tennessee in 1894. 
Following Mary Anne William’s bloodline, her 
father and mother are Josiah Williams 
(December 10th, 1817-March 20th, 1860) and 
Margret (Sumner) Williams (1818-February 8th, 
1889.) 

Josiah’s mother and father couldn’t be traced, 
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but only Margret’s father could be found, and 
is Samuel Sumner (1794-1824.) Samuel was born 
in Bat Cave, Henderson County, North Carolina 
in 1794, and died in Fairview, Buncombe 
County, North Carolina in 1824. 

Samuel’s mother and father were Richard 
Sumner Senior (1766-1852) and Elizabeth Grace 
(Davis) Sumner (October 27th, 1770-1838.) Both 
were born, and died, in Buncombe County, 
North Carolina. 

This is the searchable limit to this section of 
Nellie’s bloodline, so backtracking to Josiah 
Williams (1817-1860), his father and mother are 
John Williams (March 19th, 1775-December 
10th, 1848) and Mary “Polly” (Ashworth) 
Williams (June 30th, 1775-February Ist, 1865.) 
John was born in Rowan County, North 
Carolina in 1775, and died in Fairview, 
Buncombe County, North Carolina in 1848. 
“Polly” was born in Rutherford County, North 
Carolina in 1773, and died in Fairview, 
Buncombe County, North Carolina in 1865. 

Following Polly’s bloodline, her father and 
mother are John Ashworth Senior (February 
25th, 1735-April 29th, 1805) and Nancy Anne 
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(Wood) Ashworth (September 18th, 1745- 
February 17th, 1833.) John was born in 
Simmons Creek, North Carolina in 1735, and 
died in Buncombe County, North Carolina in 
1805. Nancy was born in North Carolina in 1745, 
and died in Fairview, Buncombe County, North 
Carolina in 1833. 

Nancy’s father was untraceable, but her 
mother is Margret “Margot” Bain (December 
24th, 1724-1800.) 

Her father and mother were Charles Bain 
(1700-1774) and Mary MacEachern (1700-1769.) 
Charles was born in Approx. 1700 in Kings 
Stanley, Gloucestershire, England, and died in 
Approx. 1774 in Fairview, Buncombe, North 
Carolina. Mary MacEachern was born in 
Scotland, and died in Fairview, Buncombe, 
North Carolina. Mary’s family is untraceable, 
but Charle’s Bain’s father is John Baines (1677- 
Approx 1765.) John was born in St. Michael’s on 
Wyre, Lancashire, England. His location of 
death is unknown. Backtracking to Johnathan 
Ashworth (1715-1759), only his father is 
traceable, John Ashworth (December 19th, 
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1669-February 2nd, 1767.) John was born in 
Newchurch, Lancashire, England in 1669, and 
died in Lunenburg County, Colonial Virginia in 
1767. 

Backtracking to John William (1775-1848), his 
mother is Liddy Wood (1746-1782.) 

She was born, and died, in North Carolina. 
Now back to William and Mary Anne (Williams) 
Bennett, William’s father and mother are 
Hezekiah Bennett (1805-May 1880) and Jemima 
“Mima” (Daniel) Bennett (1810-June 1880.) 
Hezekiah was born in North Carolina, and died 
in Lafayette County, Mississippi. “Mima” was 
born in Buncombe County, North Carolina, and 
died in Moore County, Tennessee. 

Hezekiah’s bloodline couldn’t be traced, but 
Jemima Daniel’s father and mother are Hiram 
Daniel (1770-December 20th, 1821) and 
Elizabeth Moore (1770-1851.) 

Neither of their family histories are traceable 
from here. 

This concludes Nellie Bennett’s traceable 
bloodline, so back to her husband, my great 
grandfather John Calhoun Duncan (1881-1936.) 
John’s father and mother are Jesse James 
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Duncan (August 12th, 1855-December 6th, 
1932) and Eliza J. Rogers (March 29th, 1855- 
December 9th, 1914.) Eliza’s father and mother 
are Elijah James Rogers (November 1823- 
December 26th, 1908) and Charlotte Caroline 
Biles (February 2nd, 1822-July Ist, 1870.) 

Charlotte’s father and mother are Joseph Biles 
(August 4th, 1784-August 4th, 1884) and Phoebe 
(Meadows) Biles (September Ist, 1791-June Ist, 
1860.) 

Joseph’s father and mother are Daniel Samuel 
Biles (1749-February 1835) and Jean (Conger) 
Biles (December 30th, 1755-1829.) 

Daniel’s father and mother are John Thomas 
Biles (March 12th, 1710-August 4th, 1784) and 
Elizabeth (Lambert) Biles ( January Ist, 1710- 
August 11th, 1792.) Elizabeth’s father and 
mother are Thomas Lambert ( July Ist, 1670- 
February 12th, 1733) and Anne Wood Lambert 
(July 17th, 1683-December 22nd, 1722.) Thomas 
was born in Skebgy, Nottinghamshire, England 
in 1670, and died in Nottingham, Burlington, 
New Jersey in 1733. Anne was born in 
Chesterfield, Burlington, New Jersey in 1683, 
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and died in Shrewsbury, Monmouth, New 
Jersey in 1722. 

Anne’s mother is Mary Barton Parnell (1660- 
November 17th, 1742.) 

Backtracking to John Thomas Biles 
(1710-1784), his mother is Elizabeth Freeze Biles 
(August 5th, 1685-July 5th, 1746.) 

Elizabeth’s father and mother are Abraham 
Freeze (May 9th, 1659-April 6th, 1746) and 
Susan (Overfield) Freeze (June 6th, 1666- 
Unknown.) 

Backtracking to Elijah James Roberts 
(1823-1908), his mother is Quincy Jane Rogers 
(December 6th, 1800-1869.) 

Quincy’s father is Levi Rogers (1780-June 
1850.) Backtracking to Jesse James Duncan 
(1855-1932), his father and mother are Alfred H. 
Duncan (September 28th, 1827-November 20th, 
1912) and Emaline (Thompson) Duncan (1832- 
Unknown.) 

Alfred H. Duncan voluntarily served in the 
American Civil War in Delta Company, 4th 
Tennessee Calvary. 
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Emaline’s father and mother are Harmon 
Thompson (October 20th, 1805-December 2nd, 
1872) and Charlotte Thompson (October 8th, 
1808-November Ist, 1876.) 

Both Harmon and Charlotte died in Red River 
County, Texas. 

Harmon’s father is Burwell Thompson (1770- 
April 1st, 1819.) 

Backtracking to Alfred H. Duncan (1827-1912), 
his father and mother are John J. Duncan 
(1785-1842) and Mary Carr (July 7th, 1794-April 
6th, 1857.) 

Mary’s father and mother are Robert Patrick 
Carr (June 30th, 1760-February 8th, 1808) and 
Obedience (Zachary) Carr (April 4th, 1756- 
January 1814.) 

This concludes my grandpa, Aubrey Freeman 
Duncan’s traceable lineage. 

My grandma, Hazel Lee (Wood) Duncan’s 
father and mother are Clelle J. Wood (July 18th, 
1897-August 17th, 1952) and Roxie Ellen 
Buchanan (February 15th, 1898-October 28th, 
1964.) Roxie’s father and mother are William G. 
Buchanan (Approx. 1865-January 8th, 1935) and 
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Lilly Malelle Miller (February 25th, 1870- 
February 13th, 1943.) 

Lily’s father and mother are Samuel L. Miller 
(December 6th, 1843-March 23rd, 1907) and 
Stacey Hughes Miller (Approx. 1847-February 
3rd, 1874.) 

Stacey’s mother is Martha P. Ramsey (August 
1807-1875.) 

Backtracking to Samuel L. Miller (1843-1907), 
his father and mother are Andrew Miller 
(March 14th, 1805-May 26th, 1878) and Nancy 
Mae Peterson (May Ist, 1805-April 22nd, 1894.) 
Nancy’s mother is Maria Ann Elizabeth Silva 
(1775-September 9th, 1846.) 

Backtracking to William G. Buchanan 
(1865-1935), his father and mother were 
Abraham “Abram” Johnson Buchanan 
(1838-1900) and Sarah B. Buchanan (1833-1909.) 
Sarah’s father and mother are Josiah McIntyre 
(Approx. 1794-Approx. 1872) and Martha Jane 
Horde (1825-1870.) 

Martha’s father is John James Horde (Approx. 
1787-March 16th, 1850.) 

Backtracking to Joseph McIntyre, his mother 
is Ellender Nelly Wallace (1774-June 1858.) 
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Backtracking to Abraham J. Buchanan, his 
father and mother are Joseph Alexander 
Buchanan (July 7th, 1818-May 2nd, 1879) and 
Frances “Frankie” Johnson (January 15th, 1815- 
December 3rd, 1889.) 

Joseph’s mother is Elizabeth Jones (November 
14th, 1774-May 28th, 1861.) 

Elizabeth’s mother is Elizabeth Ann “Betty” 
Poole Pettypool (February 19th, 1750- 
September 2nd, 1818.) 

Elizabeth’s mother is Sarah Sanford (1730- 
August 7th, 1813.) 

Heading back to Clelle J. Woods (1897-1952), 
his father and mother are Achron Madison 
Wood 

(January 19th, 1867-November 7th, 1936) and 
Lillie Josephine (Ward) Wood ( January 29th, 
1875-February 14th, 1962.) 

Achron and Lillie were both born in Tipton, 
Indiana, and died in Indianapolis, Indiana. 
Lilly’s father and mother are Steward Ward 
(December 11th, 1854-September 10th, 1926) 
and Mary Isabelle Calhoun ( January 26th, 1859- 
August 20th, 1916.) 

Mary’s father and mother are Stephen A. 
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Calhoun (Approx. 1832-Unknown) and Sarah 
E. (Jordan) Calhoun (Approx. 1835-Unknown.) 
Only Sarah’s father could be traced, Uriah 
Oldacre (1808-Unknown.) 

Backtracking to Stephen A. Calhoun (1832- 
Unknown), his father and mother are Shadrack 
Calhoun (1798-Approx. 1855) and Susannah 
(Nichols) Calhoun (1797-1874.) 

Backtracking to Steward Ward (1854-1926), his 
father and mother are Stewart Ward ( January 
Ath, 1818-February 2nd, 1899) and Louisa Mae 
Smith (October 17th, 1824-July 17th, 1913.) 
Louisa’s father and mother are Warren Adam 
Smith (August 21st, 1785-September 20th, 1844) 
and Asenath Adams ( July 9th, 1785-January 
12th, 1865.) 

Asenath’s father and mother are Heman 
(June 5th, 1761-November 21st, 1848) and 

Lucy Cobb (August 20th, 1765-December 
24th, 1854.) 

Backtracking to Stewart Ward (1818-1899), his 
father and mother are Robert Ward (1780-1865) 
and Elizabeth Sutton (1794-1873.) 

Backtracking to Achron Madison Wood 
(1867-1936), his father and mother are William 
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Julius Wood (November 1836-May 24th, 1912) 
and Angeline Goodpasture (1841-January 19th, 
1914.) 

Angeline’s father and mother are Allen James 
Goodpasture (January Ist, 1810-April 14th, 1867) 
and Matilda John (Crull) Goodpasture (February 
27th, 1816-August 4th, 1882.) 

Allen’s father and mother are James C. 
Goodpasture (February 14th, 1783-1845) and 
Mary (Runyon) Goodpasture ( June 13th, 
1785-1854.) 

Backtracking to William J. Wood (1836-1912), 
his father and mother are James Wood (May 
18th, 1815-July 23rd, 1889) and Katharine Brown 
(July 25th, 1819-August 20th, 1905.) 

Katharine’s father and mother are David 
Brown (Approx. 1797-1843) and Rebecca Jane 
Hale 

(June 9th, 1802-Unknown.) 

Rebecca’s mother is Catherine Tucker Hale 
(August 20th, 1773-July 28th, 1850.) 

Backtracking to David Brown (1797-1843), his 
father and mother are Andrew Brown (1750- 
March 1804) and Margaret Edley (1760-Approx. 
1800.) 
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Backtracking to James Wood (1815-1889), his 
father and mother are Squire William Wood 
(May 22nd, 1784-December 28th, 1867) and 
Rebecca Brown (October 12th, 1787-January 
10th, 1857.) 

Rebecca’s father and mother are Joseph 
Brown (Approx. 1754-September 15th, 1837) and 
Margaret “Peggy” Huston (March 3ist, 1761- 
November 21st, 1845.) 

Backtracking to Squire William Wood 
(1784-1867), his father and mother are Richard 
Wood (1756-September 9th, 1805) and Elizabeth 
Head (1757-June 22nd, 1817.) 

Richard’s father is Robert Wood (August 12th, 
1736-1792.) 

Elizabeth’s mother is Lucy Beckwith 
(1720-1800.) 

Lucy’s father and mother are William 
Beckwith (1706-December 15th, 1745) and 
Elizabeth Woodfield (1705-1753.) 

Elizabeth’s father and mother are William 
Woodfield (June 23rd, 1664-June 1716) and 
Lydia Eaton (1667-February 1732.) 

William’s father is Stephen Woodfield (1637- 
February 1719.) 
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Stephen’s father and mother are Francis 
Woodfield (May 6th, 1579-August 6th, 1657) and 
Margerie Bruce (1585-November Ist, 1658.) 
Margerie’s mother is Margeria Beale (Approx. 
1562-Unknown.) 

Margeria’s father is William Bruce (1560- 
Unknown.) 

Backtracking to Francis Woodfield (May 6th, 
1579-August 6th, 1657), his father and mother 
are Robert Woodfield (1552-1592) and Maudline 
Wesston (1555-1608.) 

Maudline’s mother is Bridget Plasteed (1532- 
Unknown.) 

Backtracking to Robert Woodfield (1552-1592), 
his father and mother are John Woodfield (1515- 
Approx. 1583) and Mandelina Woodfield (1529- 
Unknown.) 

Backtracking to William Beckwith (1706-1745), 
his mother is Anne Guyther (1683-October 17th, 
1746.) 

Anne’s father and mother are William G. 
Guyther (1657-February 15th, 1711) and Barbara 
Christian D’Hinyossa (1661-October 23rd, 1717.) 
Barbara’s father is Alexander De Hinijosa 
(Approx. 1629-1672.) 
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William’s father and mother are Nicholas 
Guither (1627-March 24th, 1666) and Mary 
Randolph (1626-October 19th, 1716.) 

Nicholas’ mother is Grace Hebb (1602-1630.) 
Grace’s mother is Katherine Canaday (1582- 
Approx. 1665.) 

This concludes my grandmother, Hazel Lee 
(Wood) Duncan’s lineage. 
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Biological Lineage 

My DNA: 

England & Northwestern Europe: 39% 

(Included in this particular estimate are: 
Belgium, France, Germany, Isle of Man, 
Luxembourg, Netherlands, Switzerland, and 


Wales.) 
Ireland: 24% 
France: 14% 
Scotland 10% 
Wales: 7% 
Sweden & Denmark 3% 
Norway: 3% 


As for my natural family history, my natural 
mother is Jami Lynn Ruedlinger (Nov. Ist, 1979- 
January 10th, 2011) and my natural father, as 
I’ve found out recently through my Ancestry 
DNA results, is none other than Sean 
Cockerham (1977-Living) of North Vernon. I 
noticed a name under my “DNA Matches.” A 
man by the alias of “jcockerham112” was listed 
among them. One day, he decided to contact 
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me out of the blue to ask how we were 
related. I brought up Sean, and at first, he 
hadn’t a clue who that could be. He threw out 
different names; Norm Cockerham, Jack 
Cockerham, etc. 

After a few hours of digging, I found out that 
we were cousins. Sean Cockerham’s father is 
Jack Lynn Cockerham. His wife was Ibelle Marie 
Cockerham (1949-2009). Ibelle had multiple 
siblings; Barbara Jo Edwards, Edith Petro, 
Edward Tina Petro, Effie Arneta Petro, Harlan 
Petro, Harold Petro, Leo Tammy Petro, and Roy 
Lucille Petro. As far as I could tell through 
records, Sean was not an only child by any 
means. His siblings are: Sandra Sue, Rusty, 
Linda, Joyce, and Angela, just from what I can 
gather from public record. These names are not 
confirmed 100%. Ibelle’s father and mother are 
Virgil Petro (Unknown-Unknown) and Goldie 
Anne Petro (Unknown-Unknown.) 

Norman D. Cockerham (1931-2001) was the 
brother of Jack Cockerham (February 26th, 
1934-April 20th, 1998), my natural grandfather. 
His sons were Roger, Mark, and Larry 
Cockerham. His wife’s name was Wilma Jean 
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Cockerham. The father of both Jack and 
Norman Cockerham is Herbert D. Cockerham. 
(1910-1982) His wife was Anna Marie Wetzel 
(1913-1995). I have little to no information on 
Herbert, although jcockerham112, real name I 
assume to be Jacob based off of public record, 
told me that Jack was never a good father, and 
as a result, Sean was likely ruined by bad 
parenting. jcockerham112 lives in Seymour, 
whereas the bad (criminal) side of the 
Cockerham family resides in North Vernon. The 
two sides don’t keep in contact by any means. 
According to a police report from the North 
Vernon Police Department, Sean Cockerham is 
currently being held in jail on charges of theft. 
My mother mentioned he had an accident 
many years ago that gave him brain damage, 
and he hasn’t been “right” ever since. 

Anna’s father and mother are Jacob H. Wetzel 
(March 17th, 1877-September 1976) and Mary 
Carr (August 7th, 1879-1964.) 

Mary’s father and mother were Henry H. Carr 
(1858-Unknown) and Martha Anna Davis ( July 
22nd, 1863-September 25th, 1919.) 

Henry’s father and mother are unknown, but 
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Martha’s father and mother are Matthew 
Davis (Approx. 1835-January 20th, 1894.) and 
Mary Angeline Elkins (June 11th, 1844-March 
3rd, 1903.) A snippet of Matthew’s obituary 
reads: 

“Matthew Davis, aged about 60 years, died of 
Dropsy, January 20th, 1894. After two years of 
very severe suffering he was at last called to the 
realities of an unseen world. About seven years 
ago he noticed the disease working on him but 
paid little attention to it. He was a man who, in 
his former days, indulged in that habit of 
intemperance, which is slaying thousands even 
until now. But we are glad to state that he saw the 
error he was making and turned his attention 
toward God. Mr. Davis was born in Kentucky. He 
leaves a wife, three daughters, one son and three 
brothers to mourn.” 

Mary’s father and mother are Zachariah 
William Elkins (1820-October 10th, 1880) and 
Elizabeth Tatlock (Approx 1825-Unknown.) 
Zachariah is on record as registering for the 
Civil War draft on July Ist, 1863 in Bartholomew 
County, Indiana. 

Elizabeth’s father is Benjamin Tadlock 
(February 4th, 1793-1850.) 
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Benjamin’s birth was recorded in an official 
Quaker record in 1793. The Quakers are a 
denomination of Christianity. 

Benjamin’s father and mother are Edward 
Tadlock (1750-October 21st, 1801) and Susannah 
Mourning Brothers (August Ist, 1757-January 
25th, 1816.) Both Edward and Susannah were 
quakers, and their names are recorded in the 
encyclopedia of Quaker genealogy. 

Susannah’s father and mother are Richard 
Craig Brothers (1721-March 17th, 1795) and 
Deborah Elizabeth Stokes (1737-March 17th, 
1795.) 

Deborah’s father is Joseph Sawyer (1709-April 
9th, 1775.) 

Joseph’s mother is Sarah Houghton 
(December 17th, 1661-November 16th, 1751.) 

Sarah’s father and mother are Ralph 
Houghton (May Ist, 1623-April 15th, 1705) and 
Jane Stowe (1626-January 10th, 1700.) 
Interestingly enough, they were both born in 
the 1620’s before coming to Massachusetts. 

Here is an excerpt from a colonial America 
genealogy book: 

“Ralph Houghton (1623-1705) Ralph Houghton 
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was born in Lancashire, England, in 1623, and 
is believed to be the son of Sir Richard Houghton, 
who as we have learned in the previous chapter, 
founded Houghton Tower. 

Most genealogical sources do not site Ralph's 
relationship to Sir Richard Houghton, as most 
English records show no such relationship. But 
one source does cite this father-son relationship as 
correct. Although Sir Ralph Houghton was 
reportedly knighted by King Charles I of England, 
Ralph chose to fight on the side of Cromwell. In 
1638, to avoid both political and religious 
prosecution, it appears he fled to America. Ralph 
and his wife, Jane Stowe, arrived in Boston 
aboard the Abigail in 1647 on the same ship with 
his cousin John Houghton. Ralph and Jane also 
came with their two sons, Ralph and James. Ralph 
was one of the four English settlers who signed the 
Lancaster Covenant in 1652.” 

Backtracking to Richard Craig Brothers 
(1721-1795), his father is John Brothers (1685- 
April 8th, 1735.) 

This is John Brother’s story, according to 
Ancestry.com: 

“Report compiled by Kathy Corbett ( corbettk at 
shaw.ca) 
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Will of John Brothers Brothers, John. 
Pasquotank Precinct. 

November 28, 1733. April 8, 1735. Sons: Joseph 
(200 acres of land known as Kirks plantation), 
William (150 acres of land), John (100 acres of 
land on North side of Gum Pole Swamp), Samuel 
(129 acres of land), Thomas, Richard, Samuel. 
Daughter: Elizabeth Brothers. Wife: Mary. 
Executors: Mary Brothers (wife), Joseph Brothers 
(son), William Brothers (brother). Witnesses: 
Thomas Woodlby, Mary Woodley, James Craven. 
Clerk of Court: Jos. S.mith. Courts house in 
Broomfield. Source: Abstracts of North Carolina 
Wills, By: J. Bryan Grimes, Secretary of State, 
1910, Page 50) There is one record of early patents 
in Virginia of a Jno Brothers: Name: Jno Brothers 
Year: 1688 Place: Virginia Source Publication 
Code: 6221 Primary Immigrant: Brothers, Jno 
Annotation: 

Date and place where land was patented and 
record was created listing those transported/ 
imported. Only the names of those to be 
transported were indexed. Abstracted from Patent 
books 6 through 8, from the Land Office records 
located at the Virginia State Source Bibliography: 
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NUGENT. NELL MARION. Cavaliers and 
Pioneers: Abstracts of Virginia Land Patents and 
Grants. Vol. 2: 1666-1695. Indexed by Claudia B. 
Grundman. Richmond, VA: Virginia State 
Library, 1977. 609p. Page: 321 

It is difficult to follow exactly which Brothers 
belongs to which family. I have a lot of will 
abstracts from Pasquotank Co. but everyone 
named their sons with the same name so it was 
difficult to sort them out. They are probably all 
descended from William and Sarah Brothers. Will 
of William Brothers: Brothers, William. 
Pasquotank Precinct. January 3, 1711. Sons: 
William (126 acres of land), Thomas (126 

acres of land). Richard (126 acres of land), John 
(126 acres of land). Benjamin. Daughters: Elinor 
Carp, Elizabeth, Mary, Hannah, Sarah, Rebekah, 
Dorothy. Wife and Executrix: Sarah Brothers. 
Witnesses: Howell Browne. No probate. Brothers, 
John. Pasquotank Precinct. November 28, 1733. 
probate April 8, 1735. Sons: Joseph (200 acres of 
land known as Kirks plantation), William (150 
acres of land), John (100 acres of land on North 
side of Gum Pole Swamp), Samuel (129 acres 

of land), Thomas, Richard, Samuel. Daughter: 
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Elizabeth Brothers. Wife: Mary. Executors: 
Mary Brothers (wife), Joseph Brothers (son), 
William Brothers (brother). Witnesses: Thomas 
Woodlby, Mary Woodley, James Craven. Clerk of 
Court: Jos. S.mith. Courts house in Broomfield.” 


According to “US Navy Casualties 1776-1941”, 
John died in the Navy in 1735. 

John’s mother is Sarah Gester (May 8th, 
1658-1712.) 

Backtracking to Edward Tadlock (1750-1801), 
his father is Thomas C. Tadlock (1713-May 23rd, 
1795.) 

Thomas was born in Halifax County, North 
Carolina in 1713. 

Backtracking to Zachariah Williams Elkins 
(1820 Pulaski County, Kentucky-1880 Colorado), 
his father and mother are Jesse Elkins (Approx. 

1789-January Ist, 1871) and Nancy (Adams) 
Elkins (1790-January 19th, 1834.) 

Nancy’s father is Zachariah Adams 
(1760-1825.) Zachariah was a soldier in the 10th 
infantry of the North Carolina Continental Line 
during the American Revolution. His father, 

John Moses Adams, bought 100 acres of land 
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in Wilkes County, North Carolina in approx. 
1789. Zachariah’s father is John Moses Adams 
(May 15th, 1731-April 1797.) 

Moses’ father and mother are John Zachariah 
Adams (1712-After May 3rd, 1762) and Susannah 
Hopkins (1715-1765.) 

Backtracking to Jesse Elkins (1789-1871), his 
father was Elijah Elkins (1760-April 1850.) 
Elijah’s father is Ralph Elkins Jr. (1729-1782.) 
Backtracking to Matthew Davis (1835-1894), his 
father is Matthew Davis (1797-1888.) 
Backtracking to Jacob H. Wetzel (March 17th, 
1877-September 1976), his father and mother 
are Peter Wetzel (March 14th, 1840-February 
2nd, 1919) and Mary Jane Sargent (Approx 1841- 
Unknown.) 

Peter Wetzel’s father and mother are 
Johannes Georg Wetzel (June 28th, 1808-1884) 
and Sophie Pritsch (May 12th, 1800-Unknown.) 
Johannes was born in Germany in 1808. 
Sophie’s mother is Dorothea Bot (Unknown- 
Unknown.) Dorothea was born in Deutschland 
(Germany.) 

Backtracking to Johannes, his father and 
mother are Valentin Wetzel (March Ist, 1778- 
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August 24th, 1846) and Catherina Foebel 
(February 15th, 1775-October 24th, 1853.) 
Valentin was a Lutheran, and baptized in 
Germany, his home country. 

Catherina’s father and mother are Johannes 
Georg Foebel (August 11th, 1744-May 19th, 1794) 
and Anna Catharina Eberts (July 17th, 1749-May 
21st, 1835.) 

Anna’s father and mother are Johannes Jacob 
Eberts (March 3rd, 1725-February 28th, 1794) 
and Anna Barbara Biebesheimer ( January 
22nd, 1727-September 26th, 1773.) 

Anna’s father and mother are unknown. 
Johannes’ father and mother are Joerg Conrad 
Eberts (December 16th, 1696-Unknown) and 
Anna Christina Losch ( June 1702-November 
20th, 1761.) 

Anna’s father and mother are Casimir Losch 
(1646/57-1710/14) and Anna Catharina (October 
1665-January 9th, 1729.) 

Back to Joerg C. Eberts (1696-Unknown), his 
mother is Anna Margaretha BeYel (September 
29th, 1670-Unknown.) 

Anna’s father and mother are Hanss BeYel 
(Approx. 1645-December 16th, 1727) and 
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Barbara Kellers (November 1649-Unknown.) 
Hanss’ father and mother are Joerg BeYel (1610- 
May 6th, 1675) and Magdalena Be Yel (1613- 
October 31st, 1690.) Magdalena died in Czech 
Republic. 

Backtracking to Johannes Foebel (1744-1794), 
his father and mother are Johannesburg Philipp 
Foebel (Approx. 1711-May 8th, 1751) and Anna 
Margaretha Lehmann (August 4th, 1717-April 
18th, 1768.) 

Anna’s father and mother are Johannes Jakob 
Lehmann (Approx. 1678-November 2nd, 1737) 
and Catharina Urig (Approx. 1687-November 
Ath, 1751.) 

Catharina’s father is Nicholas Uhrich (Approx. 
1662-April 17th, 1713.) 

Nicholas’ father and mother are Valentin Urig 
(1625-April 1692) and Elizabetha Urig (Approx. 
1636-January 15th, 1712/13.) 

Valentin’s father and mother are Johann 
Stephan Urich (1584-1633) and Catharina 
(Hippl) Uhrig (Between 1584/1590-1633.) 
Backtracking to Johannes Jakob Lehmann 
(1678-1737), his father is Johannes Lehmann 
(Unknown-1708.) 
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Backtracking to Valentin Wetzel (1778-1846), 
his father and mother are Anton Wetzel (July 
22nd, 1751-April 8th, 1829) and Anna Maria Orth 
(August 14th, 1750-March 3rd, 1778.) 

Anna’s father and mother are Johannes Georg 
Orth (January 21st, 1718-August 8th, 1757) and 
Ottilia Dieter (1715-May 20th, 1780.) 

Ottilia’s father and mother couldn’t be traced, 
but Johannes’ father and mother are Hanfs 
Martin Orth (1679-February 7th, 1733) and 
Maria Blondina Hennig (April 16th, 1750- 
Unknown.) 

Backtracking to Anton Wetzel (1751-1828), his 
father and mother are Johannes Jacob Wetzel 
(March 22nd, 1723-October 24th, 1771) and 
Susanne Bitsch (August 20th, 1719-November 
26th, 1779.) 

Susanne’s father is Johann Valentin Rehnen 
(1657-November 29th, 1729.) 

Back to Johannes Wetzel (1695-1735), his 
father and mother are Johann Michael Wetzel 

(January Ist, 1660-March 4th, 1719) and Anna 
Maria (January Ist, 1659-February 13th, 1704.) 
Anna’s father and mother are Johann Peter 
Schneider (January Ist, 1644-January 17th, 1695) 
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and Anna Margaretha Fischer (Unknown- 
August 29th, 1728.) 

Anna’s father and mother are Johann Martin 
Fischer (November 11th, 1672-December 11th, 
1752) and Regina Barbara Haegelin (December 
25th, 1669-January 12th, 1747.) 

Regina’s father and mother are Dionysy 
Hegelens (1643-1702) and Barbara Hegelen 
Roth (October 9th, 1654-Unknown.) 
Backtracking to Johann Fischer (1672-1752), his 
father and mother are Johann Martin Fischer 
(September 24th, 1649-August 24th, 1686) and 
Anna Barbara Scherdinger ( January 6th, 1648- 
December 19th, 1740.) 

Anna’s father and mother are Johannes 
Schardinger (June Ist, 1606-August 28th, 1689) 
and Barbara Krauss (February 28th, 1609- 
February 22nd, 1694.) 

Barbara’s mother is Margaretha Magdalena 
Haeffner Krauss (September 2nd, 1577-July 15th, 
1654.) 

Margaretha’s mother is Ann Catharina 
Hamann (1535-September Ist, 1597.) 

Anna’s mother is Anna Barbara Hamann 
(Unknown-Unknown.) 
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Backtracking to Johann Martin Fischer 
(1649-1686), his father and mother are Hans 
Martin Fischer (September 3rd, 1619-March 
ith, 1665) and Anna Maria Neidinger (1627- 
September 19th, 1665.) 

Anna’s father and mother are Hans Nueding 
(Neidinger) (1597-Approx. 1626) and Anna Maria 
Neidinger (1599-1629.) 

Backtracking to Hans Martin Fischer 
(1619-1665), his father is Jacob Martin Fischer 
(December 1597-December 7th, 1674.) 

Jacob’s father and mother are Jakob Fischer 
(January Ist, 1564-October 27th, 1634) and 
Maria Catharina Ziegler (December 5th, 1579- 

November 23rd, 1626.) 

Maria’s father is Ulrich Ziegler (January Ist, 
1535-October 29th, 1586.) 

Ulrich’s father is Johannes Ziegler (1521-May 
23rd, 1580.) 

Johannes’ father and mother are Johann 
Leonhead Ziegler (1505-1582) and Maria 
Margaretha Hornung (1505-Unknown.) 
Backtracking to Jacob Fischer (1564-1634), his 
father and mother are Arbogast Fischer (1544- 
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Unknown) and Jacobe Jacobs (Approx. 1545- 
Unknown.) 

Backtracking to Johann Peter Schneider 
(1644-1695), his father and mother are Paul 
Lambert Schneider (1611-September 14th, 1685) 
and Elizabeth Schneider (1619-April 20th, 1666.) 
Johann’s mother is Maria Catharina Lorentzin 
Wetzel (1626-October 1689.) 

According to German Lutheran Marriage and 
Baptismal records, Maria married her husband, 
Hanfs (Hans) Hetzels (Wetzel) on November 9th, 
1652. 

Backtracking to Herbert D. Cockerham 
(1910-1982,) his father and mother are James 
Wells Cockerham (January 12th, 1886-July 21st, 
1965) and Lora Francis Ferguson (February 
28th, 1883-Unknown.) 

James’ father and mother are William 
Sherman Cockerham (May 14th, 1865-May 11th, 
1932) and Nancy Belle Matlock (February 25th, 
1864- September Ist, 1949.) 

Nancy’s father is Wells Matlock (July 1st, 1829- 
November 12th, 1911.) Wells is recorded in the 
“U.S. Civil War Soldiers” registry, but it is 
unclear wether he fought for the confederacy 
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or the union. 

Well’s father and mother are Johnson Matlock 
(1799-1860) and Dorthy (Ella) Dolly Matlock 
(1810-1897) 

Dorothy’s father and mother are Richard 
Matlock (April 1761-November 4th, 1847) and 
Mary Weddle (February 9th, 1780-After 1861.) 
Richard’s mother is Mary Jane Shelton 
(December 18th, 1716-August 1770.) 
Backtracking to Johnson Matlock (1799-1860), 
his father and mother are Richard Matlock 
(Private In Revolutionary War) April 2nd, 1761- 
November 4th, 1847) and Mary Weddle 
(February 9th, 1780-1861.) 

Here is Mary’s story from Ancestry.com: 

“Birth: Feb. 9. 1780 Baltimore City, Maryland. 
Death: 1861 Jackson County Indiana, USA 

Mary was the sixth child of John & Mary 
Weddle. He death date is know only, as 

post-1861. She married Richard Matlock in 1804 
and together they had thirteen children. Mary 
obtained her husband's Revolutionary War 
pension in 1854.” 

The following is an excerpt from a book entitled: 
“Tennessee Heroes Of The Revolution”: 
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Richard Matlock or Medlock applied for 
revolutionary pension while residing in Hawkins 
County, Tennessee October 4, 1833. He was born 
in the month of April, 1761 in Granville County, 
North Carolina. The names of his parents are not 
given in his application but he states that his 
father was living in the lower end of Burke 
County, N. C., during the Revolution. Richard 
Matlock or Medlock volunteered 

in Burke County, N. C., April 1, 1779, and served 
as a private three months in Captain John 
Montgomery's company, Colonel Joseph Mc- 
Dowell’s North Carolina regiment guarding the 
frontiers from Indians and Tories. He was 
stationed a part of the time 

at "Turkey Cove" on the Catawba River. He 
served from July 15, 1779. to October 15, 1779. in 
Captain Henry Reed's company, Colonel Holmes' 
regiment, in pursuit of Tories and took many 
prisoners. He served from November 1, 1779, until 
February 1, 1780, in Captain Reed's company, 
Colonel Holmes’ regiment. He served from 
January 20th, 1781, to the latter part of April, 
1781- in Captain Alexander Irvin's company and 
in the battle on the Catawba River in which 
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General Davidson was killed after which he 
served under General Pope and marched to the 
Moravian towns. He served Prom August 1, 1781, 
to November 1, 1781, 

in Captain William Nail's company, Colonel 
McDowell's regiment, in pursuit of Indians on the 
North Fork of the Catawba River. He married May 
10, 1804, Hawkins County, Mary Weddel, He died 
November 4, 1847, in Hawkins County. His widow 
Mary Matlock, Medlock, applied for pension 
April 24, 1854, when she was seventy-four years, 
two months and fifteen days of age and therefore 
born in 1780. At the time of her application she 
lived in Jackson County. Indiana. George W. 
Medlock (Matlock) made affidavit in 1854 that he 
knew the soldier and his wife but no relationship 
shown in the papers. Notley Thomas, the soldier's 
brother-in-law mentioned in 1833. John Weddel 
(Weddell, Waddell) moved from Tennessee to 
Indiana in 1814 and was Iiving in Jackson County 
in 1854.” 

Richard’s mother is Mary Jane Shelton 
(December 18th, 1716-August 1770.) 
Backtracking to William Sherman Cockerham 
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(May 14th, 1865-May 11th, 1932) his father and 
mother are James Daniel Cockerham (1837- 
March 30th, 1887) and Nancy Ellen Cockerham 
(March 4th, 1843-August 3rd, 1921.) 

Nancy’s father is Samuel Allman (1815- 
November 16th, 1876.) 

Samuel’s obituary from 1876 reads as follows: 

“It is with regret we chronicle the death 

of SAMUEL ALLMAN, who for many years 
resided in the bottom on the west side of the river. 

In appearance he was a perfect picture of the 
original backwoodsman. His rifle and his dog 
were his inseparable companions, As a marksman 
he was the equal of David Crocket or Daniel 
Boone, 

and it was but seldom that his game did not 

drop at the pull of the trigger of his faithful gun. 
Throughout life, he remained a poor man, and a 
rude log cabin has been all the home he and his 
family have ever known. 

Yet he was happy and contented, perhaps far 
more so than many who fared better in this 
world's goods. He was a strong Democrat, and it 
grieved him that he was not able to come to town 
on election day to vote for Tilden and Hendricks. 
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He was possessed of a good disposition, and 
piety. He was about 60 years of age.” 

Samuel’s father and mother are Philip Jonas 
Ahlman (1786-1860) and Lucinda Vandeveer 
(1790-1830/40.) 

Philip’s father and mother are Heinrich 
AhlIman (1763-1819) and Sarah von 
Henderschott (1765-1860.) 

Sarah’s father is Jacob Bodine Henderschott 

(July 6th, 1747-February 14th, 1828.) 

Jacob’s History is recorded in a document 
entitled: “Jacob’s Revolutionary Past” and is 
written as follows: 

The second child was Jacob S. Hendershott, 
born May 4, 1747 and died July 7, 1815. They came 
to Hampton township, N.J. in 1771. He was a 
private in Sussex County, N.J. Regiment in the 
Revolutionary War, with his three brothers, 
William, Abraham and Michael. On January 9, 
1775, Jacob Hendershott was made a Captain of 
the First Battalion of Bedford County, 
Pennsylvania in the Revolutionary War. 
Discharged March 10 and allowed pay until 
March 25, 1777. In 1769 he married Effie Paugh, 
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born 1750, died May 21, 1824. They had nine 
children and the first was Peter Paugh 
Hendershot, born Nov. 7, 1770, in Sussex County, 
New Jersey. Died Nov. 7, 1837 in New 

Jersey. He married Sophia Elizabeth Brewer 
who was born June 4, 1774 and died Feb. 17, 1841. 
They had five sons and two daughters who were: 
David Hendershott, born about 1792 in Green 
County, Pennsylvania, was the great grandfather 
of Andrew, William, Charles, Arthur, and Etta 
Hendershot (Rosetta) who lived near Hutchinson, 
Kansas about 1900 or 1904. He married Sarah 
Thomas about 1810 in Monroe, Ohio. David 
Hendershot and his wife are buried in the Old 
Presbyterian Churchyard at Euclid, Ohio (Now 
East Cleveland), and they were among the first 
buried there.“ 


Under this document on Ancestry.com, a user 
by the name of bjeanward1624 comments on 
February 26th, 2009: 

“Re:Jacob Hendershot 1747-1828: I wonder 

why there is confusion about Jacob Hendershot 
and Effie Paugh? Iam related through Rachel 
Hendershot. 
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Where is Jacob buried? Is there proof that the 
Jacob married to Effie is the same as the one who 
was in the Bedford Rangers? Betty Ward 
Christoppher 
christopher18@(censoredforprivacy)” 


On December 3ist, 2011, marleenmcm 
commented: 

“David Hendershot: There are two Jacobs who 
served in the Revolutionary War who were born in 
1747 and died in 1828. One served and died in NJ. 
The other went to Bedford County PA where he 
served in the war and died. You will find this 
information in Wm Hendershot's Hendershot 
Ancestors Genealogy. 

Iam researching David Hendershot, son of 
Jacob number 2. He and wife,Sarah Thomes, lived 
in Green County PA and 

had 5 children there. By 1806, they were in 
Cuyahoga County Ohio where David died in 1820. 
Another David lived in Monroe County Ohio. This 
is unless my David had a wife before Sarah.” 


Jacob’s mother is Catrina Bodine (May 7th, 
1721- January 23rd, 1789.) 
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Backtracking to Heinrich AhIman (1763-1819), 
his father and mother are Johann Christian 
Ahlman (Unknown-1799) and Rachel 
Kreitlebaum (1740-Unknown.) 

Backtracking to James Daniel Cockerham 
(1837-1882), his mother is Nancy Griffin (1806- 
January 10th, 1850.) 

Nancy’s mother is Mary Batey (Unknown- 
Unknown.) 

This concludes the traceable lineage of 
Sean Cockerham, my DNA-confirmed 
natural father. 


On my natural mother’s side, Jami Lynn 
Ruedlinger (November Ist, 1979-January 10th, 
2011), her mother is Judith Williams (June 27th, 
1944-November 25th, 1994.) 

Judith’s father and mother are John L. 
Ferguson (Unknown-Unknown) and Ruth Elder 
Williams (October 21st, 1927-February 10th, 
2000.) Ruth’s father and mother are Campbell 
Lloyd Williams (August 22nd, 1900-August Ist, 
1974) and Lena P. Meadows (Approx. 1904- 
January 23rd, 1979.) 
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Lena’s father and mother are John B. 
Meadows (March Ist, 1879-June 19th, 1950) and 
Mary Eleanor Meadows (March 12th, 1883- 
January 3rd, 1955.) 

John’s mother is Hannah Elizabeth Meadows 
(November 29th, 1859-October 6th, 1907.) 
Mary’s father is Jackson Robinson (February 
10th, 1857-August 15th, 1918.) 

Jackson’s father is David Robertson Robinson 
(1813-March 28th, 1868.) 

David’s mother is Margaret Mather (Approx. 
1790-Unknown.) 

Backtracking to Campbell Lloyd Williams 
(1900-1974), his father and mother are Henry 
Williams (August Ist, 1854-November 29th, 1913) 
and Leodicia “Dicie” Louisa Stidham (March 
8th, 1854-July 19th, 1941.) 

Dicie’s father and mother are William Preston 
Stidham (January Ist, 1823-January Ist, 1876) 
and Rebecca Vanover Stidham (1824-1880.) 
Rebecca’s mother is Nancy Collins (1798-1870.) 
Backtracking to William P Stidham (1823-1876), 
his father is David M. Stidham (1785-1870.) 
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David’s mother is Sarah Anne Osborne 
(1756-1820.) 

Sarah’s mother is Mary Anne Jones (May 11th, 
1724-1794.) 

Mary’s father is Abraham Jones (1690- 
February 22nd, 1749.) 

Backtracking to Henry Williams (1854-1913), 
his mother is Mariah Polly (October 1821-1900.) 
Mariah’s father and mother are David Polly 

(January 6th, 1809-1880) and Henrietta 
Holbrook (August 11th, 1813-1850.) 

David’s father and mother are Edward Oliver 
Polly (December 21st, 1758-May 19th, 1845) and 
Mary Agnes Mullins Polly *There is a line 
denoting that Mary is DNA-related to “The 
David Smith Line” (Approx. 1758-July 24th, 
1854.) 

Mary’s mother is Katharine Elizabeth Varner 
(1729-1765.) 

Backtracking to John L. Ferguson (Unknown- 
Unknown), his father and mother are Robert 
Lee Aldridge Sr. (September 27th, 1894-June 
25th, 1961) and Minnie Agnes Upton (March 
29th, 1900-February 27th, 1983.) 

Minnie’s father and mother are William 
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Wilroy Upton (May 15th, 1859-November 17th, 
1922) and Minnie A. Bateman (October 
1877-1948.) William’s father and mother are 
Samuel Boushall Upton Sr. (January 11th, 1830- 
February 27th, 1896) and Margret Wilroy (May 
12th, 1841- Unknown.) 

Margret’s father and mother are William 
Wilroy (March Ist, 1816-Approx. 1865) and Aliff 
Sawyer (1815-April Ist, 1863.) 

Back to Samuel B. Upton (1830-1896), his 
father and mother are Mark Upton (November 
30th, 1772-1839) and Margaret “Peggy” Boushall 
(1790-1840.) 

Mark’s father and mother are Willis Upton 
(1735-1790) and Ann Gregory (1730-Unknown.) 
Anne’s father is Samuel Gregory (Unknown- 
Unknown.) 

Willis’ mother is Mary Heritage (1700- 
September 21st, 1770.) 

Mary’s father is Joseph Heritage (February 
22nd, 1675-November 13th, 1765.) 

Joseph’s father and mother are Richard 
Heritage (Quaker Immigrant) (1630-June 16th, 
1702) and Mary Timms (1645-August 16th, 1702.) 
Richard’s father is William Heritage (August 
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17th, 1612-1662.) 


This concludes my traceable lineage on 
my biological mother’s side. 


This concludes the entirety of my 
traceable lineage. 
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Chapter 2: 
EARLY CHILDHOOD 


“The magic of childhood is the strangeness of childhood- 
the uniqueness that makes us see things that other people 
don’t see.” -Maurice Sendak 


My childhood memories are saturated in 
fishing, camping, boating, Saturday morning 
cartoons, and playing outside with my nieces. 
My first day of school, which was also my first 
day of preschool, was in 2005. 

Prior to going to preschool, I hadn’t had any 
need to worry. I enjoyed my life, I loved playing 
outside for hours and hours, without ever 
having to worry about the time. Without having 
to worry about schoolwork, or homework, or 
getting good grades. I never had a need to 
stress over anything in life. Some of my fondest 
memories are from my time as a toddler 
growing up in early 2000’s North Vernon. 
However, in 2005, I began going to preschool, 
and much like the majority of us, this began my 
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lifelong daily responsibilities. My first day 
went quite well, I met other children who were 
roughly my age. However, I didn’t necessarily 
appreciate how loud they were, how rough 
they played. I was a calm, laid back child, and 
would often take no part in it. During 
“playtime” toward the end of class, I would 
always use the manual vacuum to clean the 
floors. As a child, I was fascinated by things 
such as vacuum cleaners and other such 
machines. I loved observing how they 
operated, and wanted to see how they worked, 
and their internal components. I was curious 
about the inner workings of many things. I 
wanted to know how batteries work, how 
electric train sets work, how a TV works. Back 
then, flat screen TVs were very rare. The 
majority of households still used the old glass, 
round screen TVs that have built-in VCRs. 

On certain days we’d be taken to a large room 
with a projector screen, on which we would 
watch films such as Veggie Tales, and Barney. 
On occasion, we would also be taken on a bus 
to the teacher’s house, where we were given 
fish pellets to feed her large koi fish. We learned 
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how to sing in the chapel area of the 
schoolhouse. We were taught to sing Biblical 
songs such as: “Go Tell it on the Mountain.” We 
learned quite a bit about God. Eventually, 
however, I began to grow weary of each day of 
preschool. I would find myself staring at the 
stained glass panes in the Church area and day 
dreaming about heaven and Christ, something 
that I still find myself doing to this day. While in 
class, I would stare out of the window at the 
buildings across the street. For the first time in 
my life, I was bored with my daily activities. 
One memory I have is of my niece, Hannah, 
coming to one of my preschool classes for a day 
to help teach. Another memory I have; One 
day, I grew so bored that I began scratching the 
carpet while sitting on the floor. The teacher 
immediately dragged me to a room where I had 
to sit in silence, called the quiet room. I had to 
continue sitting in absolute silence until 

the day had ended, simply because I 
scratched the carpet. I’m still dumbfounded to 
this day at how laughable a reason for 
punishment that is. Another faint memory I 
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have is of a kid named Brandon. I later found 
out he was mentally deficient, and this was the 
first time I’d ever encountered someone who 
was so different from me. 

We were playing a game in which we would 
sit at a table, and pass presents around the 
table until each child had one in their hands. 
One kid began throwing the presents across the 
table sporadically and laughing hysterically. He 
was later taken out of our school. 

I opened the present I’d received, and it was a 
power ranger coloring set with permanent 
markers. I never really cared for power rangers, 
and I saw the box said they were permanent, 
which was strange. I’d wondered why they 
would gift a child a coloring set with permanent 
markers? That’s just what my mother thought 
as well, once I’d brought the present home. My 
grandfather, Aubrey Freeman Duncan, whom I 
would call “papaw,” would often babysit me in 
his apartment in North Vernon, which was less 
than a block from our house on Meadow Lane. 
He would entertain me by allowing me to watch 
TV shows like Caillou. He would also give me 
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toffee ice cream bars, much to my mother’s 
dismay. He always had little strawberry candies 
too, which I spent years trying to find in stores 
after his passing. I finally found them at 
Walmart once when I was about 13. 

One of my fondest memories of my papaw 
was when he used to let me burn incense. He 
had a wooden incense holder, and would let 
me put a stick in the holder and light it, to 
watch it burn into ashes. I could’ve sat and 
stared in awe at the burning incense for hours, 
despite growing up playing in campfires. The 
smoke plume that rose up from the incense was 
fascinating to me. Another fond memory of my 
papaw was when he’d bring his car to our 
house and I’d use dad’s vacuum to sweep it out, 
and papaw would give me a dollar. I still have 
the first dollar I’ve ever earned, framed along 
with papaw’s World War II photos. 

I would sweep his car so well that he would 
often comment that I was going to “wear out 
the carpet.” 

On my preschool graduation day, we were all 
lined up on stage in the Church area and ready 
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to sing. We sang the songs we’d learned and 
rehearsed, such as “Go Tell it on the Mountain.” 
I remember most of my family attended, 
including my papaw. 

We went camping at Hardy Lake Campground 
very frequently during my early childhood. The 
spot we’d taken was in the grass, away from the 
gravel. Dad and grandpa spent a lot of time 
building a deck for the camper once we’d 
gotten it into our permanent spot. 

They would let me ride my electric four- 
wheeler in the grass campsite. I was never a 
stranger to the outdoors, nor the woods. 

My parents, noticing my affinity for Thomas 
the Tank Engine, would take me to an event in 
Indianapolis known as “Day Out With Thomas.” 
There was a train ride with toys and mascots. 

There was also a railroad museum to walk 
through. 

My parents bought me a balloon that was 
shaped like Thomas. Once we were leaving, 
while entering the car, I accidentally let go of 
the balloon, and it flew away. I remember the 
devastation I felt over a balloon. Looking back, 
it seems so juvenile. My parents and [I still joke 
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about it to this day. 

I loved playing outside with my nieces 
Hannah and Jillian in my early childhood. I had 
a Swing set and a trampoline. I have many fond, 
and not-so-fond memories of playing in that 
yard on Meadow Lane. My heart still sinks to 
this day when I reminisce on them. I remember 
the first time I was stung by a bee, all of the 
different pets we had. I remember one time me 
and my niece Hannah wrote on the back porch 
with dry erase markers thinking we could just 
hose it off, but it was, in fact, permanent. It’s 
most likely not there anymore, but when my 
parents sold the house, it was still there after 
years of trying to wash it off. 

We had many different dogs. Max, 

chewy. For a time, we had a Chihuahua 
named Lucy. Lucy hated me, and would snap 
at me if I ever got close to her. She was one of 
my least favorite dogs that I’ve ever owned. We 
eventually got Diesel, which had been one of 
my favorite pets I’ve ever owned for several 
years. I played outside with Diesel, he would 
run around the yard with me, and would also 
sleep in my bed. Diesel’s most distinct feature 
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was the white stripe he had going through the 
center of his dark brown nose. 

Diesel is the dark brown dog, Lucy is the light 
blonde dog. 

My first day of Kindergarten was chaotic. I 
was in a place I was unfamiliar with, around 
children and teachers that I was unfamiliar 
with. It was also disheartening that 
Kindergarten would last much longer than 
preschool. I didn’t like taking time out of my 
day to go to preschool to begin with, 
considering I knew most of what 

they were teaching, and I wanted to enjoy my 
day. I wanted to spend my day the way I 
wanted to spend it, I didn’t want to be confined 
to aroom and forced to learn. 

This was back before any sort of electronics 
were allowed in schools, and I was also 
attending St. Mary’s Catholic School in North 
Vernon, Indiana. My family has always been 
either Baptist or Non-Denominational. I 
personally am non-denominational. I believe 
what I read in the Bible, have a relationship 
with Jesus Christ, and leave it at that. 

While in preschool, I would always be home 
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before lunch, and I could eat triangle-cut 
peanut butter sandwiches that my mother 
made me. In Kindergarten, I couldn’t come 
home before lunch. The cafeteria that served 
up lunch had milk cartons, and somewhat good 
lunch. 

My papaw would take me fishing on a lake 
somewhere in North Vernon that I only knew as 
“Pat’s Lake.” Pat’s lake was a nice-sized pond 
on a friend of grandpa’s property with a small 
dock, and plenty of fish. I remember each time 
we pulled up, Pat’s big dog would run up to the 
car and beg for our attention. 

In St. Mary’s, I began real school. I began to 
learn a variety of subjects, though they were 
each taught by the same teacher. Things went 
well for a while. I made new friends, got into 
advanced reading and advanced math. I had a 
college grade reading level in preschool, so it 
was no challenge for me. Recess was the most 
fun portion of our day, we would play cops and 
robbers, pretending to arrest each other. 
However, problems slowly began to arise. My 
teachers would only allow us to drink from the 
water fountains after recess under one 
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condition; That we would behave. This 
included no talking, speaking, or making any 
noise while standing in a perfectly straight line 
awaiting their order to walk into the building 
post-recess. My mother was volunteering for St 
Mary’s at the time, and protested this “cruel 
and unusual punishment” upon hearing of it. 
Nearly every weekend during the summer, me 
and my parents would go camping rather than 
go to church. This didn’t sit well at all with the 
catholic school, and they began punishing me 
by humiliating me in front of the entire class 
each Monday I returned from camping. It got to 
the point that my mother confronted the 
school, and decided to remove me from 
enrollment. I was placed in North Vernon 
Elementary School, a public school in Jennings 
County. My teacher, Mrs. Brown, would make 
us stand for the pledge of allegiance and say a 
quick prayer each morning before class. 

The school was much more laid back. My 
neighbors that I grew up with, Fred and 
Bonnie, were good friends with my parents. 
Eventually, against my input, mom made me 
start taking the bus to school each day. I’d 
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never ridden a bus, my mother had always 
taken me to school. I was uneasy at first, but 
with Bonnie as the bus driver, and with all of 
my friends from school to keep me company 
while riding, I was quickly growing to enjoy the 
bus rides. Each day, after the last kid would exit 
the bus, I would get off the bus with Bonnie and 
we’d get in her car and drive back home, since I 
lived next door to her. 

I enjoyed spending weekends at my brother’s 
house growing up. Having 7 nieces that I was 
close to, I liked spending time with them. We’d 
go out to laser tag, out to restaurants, etc. One 
weekend, when I came home from my 
brother’s house, my dad was waiting with a 
brand new go kart! I had a DS, and loved Mario 
Kart, so my parents figured a go kart would be 
a great gift for me. I was ecstatic! Dad had spent 
all Easter painting the go kart blue and fixing it 
up for me. I rode on it nonstop for so many 
hours. I would ride until it was out of gas. I 
must’ve burned hundreds of gallons while 
riding. One day, after riding around a while, 
everything went black. I began to see a white 
light coming toward me, and it grew larger, 
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until my vision returned. I was under a truck. 
But something was running. My go kart! I’d 
crashed the go kart into someone’s truck! It 
knocked me out. I quickly got up and shut the 
engine off. Worried, I checked my body for any 
injuries and found that my lip was split right 
open and I was dripping blood. If I wasn’t 
wearing my helmet, I would’ve been 
decapitated. The steering wheel was split in 
half where my helmet had impacted it. Dad 
fixed it with nearly an entire roll of duct tape. 
From then on, I drove the go kart with caution. 

I would go on to ride many four wheelers, 
until eventually we would get a chuck wagon 
for yard work. 

We went on many vacations. The first 
vacation we went on was to Disney World in the 
summer of 2008. We spent 7 total days there, 
staying in a hotel and exploring different 
sections of the park each day. We would start 
our days by eating breakfast in a cafeteria. The 
first time I ever tried carrot cake was in that 
cafe, and I’ve loved it ever since. We went on 
quite a few rides during our time in Disney 
World. The first ride we went on was the 
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Dinosaur ride from the Disney movie 
“Dinosaur.” I remember thinking how fake the 
ride looked, until we came closer to the end. 
The last portion of the ride was terrifying to 
me, it was very realistic. We went on the 
Haunted Mansion ride as well. Before we even 
got in line for the ride, my dad bought me a 
plastic hook that fit over my hand. I rode the 
Haunted Mansion ride backwards, much to my 
utter horror. We bought a couple snow globes 
from the gift shop. We also bought 5 Mickey 
Mouse head suckers, each one was a different 
flavor. Each night before bed I’d eat a different 
one. From petting a living crocodile to having 
breakfast with Chip & Dale, it was a fun 
vacation all in all. The “Tree Of Life” near the 
center of the park was a sight to behold. We 
entered the tree, and as it turned out, the 
inside was a 3D movie theater. They played a 
version of “A Bug’s Life.” This memory is a bit 
fuzzy, but I remember a stink bug appearing on 
screen and a green mist emanating from the 
walls that was foul smelling, essentially creating 
the illusion of a real stink bug. 
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One of my mother’s favorite memories from 
that vacation was the “It’s A Small World” ride. 

The next vacation we went on was in the 
summer of 2009. We went out west in our 
motorhome to South Dakota. We visited the 
black hills, which were large hills with red rings 
lining them. We visited the Crazy Horse 
Memorial as well. It was still in the very early 
stages of construction, and still is. | remember 
the day we visited, my parents told me that 
since it was a privately funded construction 
project, it would never be completed. We 
visited Custer Park as well. 

We visited an old town with buildings that 
were filled with antique goodies. There was a 
schoolhouse, a church, and a small farm area. 
A domestic donkey followed us around as we 
took a self guided tour. There was a saloon and 
a jailhouse as well. In one saloon we entered, 
they were putting on a cowboy show. We took 
The Black Hills Central Railroad as well. We 
visited “The World’s Only Corn Palace.” The 
exterior walls of the palace are lined with 
pictures and artwork fashioned from corn that 
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are changed daily. As we were headed down 
the highway, we were stopped by a herd of 
Buffalo that were impeding traffic. There were 
also a species of deer among them that would 
stand on their hind legs, causing them to 
resemble a Kangaroo. Prairie Dogs could often 
be seen popping their heads up on either side 
of the road. 

We visited the mammoth caves, where we 
saw hundreds of mammoth skeletons in the 
process of being excavated, as well as some 
fully assembled skeletons. 

Lastly, we visited Mt. Rushmore. It was a sight 
to behold! George Washington’s nose was taller 
than a man! The monument itself was... 
monumental! We put a quarter into one of 
those binocular machines and viewed the 
monument from a distance. 

In 2010, we skipped our vacation and camped 
at Hardy Lake. Dad built a dock for our boat as 
we rented a permanent campsite. 
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“My childhood home, filled with joy and sorrow, loss of 
innocence, hope for tomorrow - when I’m feeling cold and 
alone, I close my eyes, and in my mind, I return home.” 
-Home Stratosphere 


My parents eventually decided that we would 
be better off living in a more rural area. North 
Vernon’s crime rate was increasing, drugs were 
becoming more prevalent, and I was growing 
up rapidly. In addition to sheltering me from 
the arising criminal activity, my parents knew I 
needed space for my four-wheelers and things. 
So, in September of 2010, we moved to a small 
house in the middle of the woods in 
Elizabethtown, Indiana. I wasn’t exactly on 
board with it, I had a strong sense of nostalgia 
associated with the house on Meadow Lane and 
desired to stay, but I had no choice. 

I remember the day we moved in. The first 
time I saw the house, I was astounded by the 
length of the driveway. My mother told me the 
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house was built in 2009 or so, and sat empty 

for a year, until that day. 

Mom introduced me to a kid who lived in the 
neighborhood. Little did I know, this would 
spark a friendship that would last years. 

After settling in, I began to explore the woods 
and familiarize myself with the property until I 
knew it like the back of my hand. Dad decided 
we should clear out some of the woods. Dad 
would occasionally get out his saw on the 
weekends and we’d cut vines off of trees and 
chop up wood, throwing branches into his 
wood chipper. Any logs that could be salvaged 
and saved for firewood we’d split with his log 
splitter. 

In 2011, I met a man named Charlie at a family 
reunion. He was a long time family friend. He 
mentioned to dad that he ran a karate school 
and thought I’d be a good fit. Dad signed me 
up, and I started attending Karate classes at the 
old Vernon schoolhouse. The room we took 
lessons in was rented for $100 a month. I was 
the first white belt who’d managed to break a 
board. We learned deadly moves, our style of 
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karate, Shito-Ryu Kyokushin, isn’t allowed in 
tournaments since our style was means to kill, 
so we were barred from competing. I trained 
with bags, fake guns/knives, sais, bo staffs, and 
nunchaku. I would train on the Maki, which 
was a standing board nailed to the floor and 
covered with car tire tubes wrapped around 
tough, coarse “foam.” The maki tore my 
knuckles to shreds multiple times, there were 
many nights ’d come home with open wounds 
on my hands from training, but my hands grew 
stronger. I trained to toughen my legs as well. 
There were nights I would come home and 
struggle to lift my legs into the shower. I 
learned Katas, which were a series of 
techniques we had to learn to improve our 
fighting style and progress to the next belt. I 
learned each of these, and progressed from 
white, to yellow, to orange, to blue, to purple, 
to green, to green with one stripe, to green with 
two stripes, to brown, to brown with one 
stripe, then finally to black in 2017. After years 
of coming to class every Tuesday and Thursday 
to fight and train, I was happy to have finally 
earned my black belt. To earn my black belt, I 
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had to fight 20 other black belts for 20 
minutes, one at a time, with a fresh one coming 
in each minute. It was hellish, but I survived 
with minimal bleeding/bruising. 

In August of 2011, we took yet another 
vacation in our Itasca Motorhome. This time, 
we headed out west once more, but witha 
different destination in mind. 

We visited Colorado Springs. We went up to 
Pike’s Peak on the “Pike’s Peak Cog Railway” 
train. As the train slowly dragged us to the top 
of the mountain, the tour guide explained that 
the famous patriotic song “America The 
Beautiful” was written by someone witnessing 
the beauty of the peak for the very first time. 

I remember purchasing a small case of real 
meteorites from the gift shop on the peak. 
Some were standing at the edge and peering 
over. I was much too terrified, I knew that I 
would lose my footing and plummet to my 
death. 

We also visited an old village. There were 
several sod houses, and a large barn filled with 
a multitude of antique cars that dad found 
intriguing. As we were driving, we hit an area 
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with conservation officers. We spoke to one 
asking if we could take the camper through the 
mountains. They told us we could with no 
problem at all. We took the motorhome 
through the mountains, and we soon 
discovered we had a very high chance of dying. 
There were no guard rails anywhere along the 
entire length of the road, and there was a 
14,000ft drop on either side. My mother 
immediately began panicking, and my father 
gripped the steering wheel of the motorhome 
until his knuckles were white. As we passed 
through the mountains, I got a chance to see 
the white snow-covered peaks, along with the 
lush-green valleys in between the mountains. 
The view was incredible, and the mountains of 
Bakersfield certainly can’t compare. My mother 
was having a full on panic attack at this point. 
“T love you Len!!!” She screamed. “Oh, quit!” 
Dad said, trying to appear calm. At the time, I 
genuinely believed he was calm, but as I’ve 
later found out through them retelling the 
story, dad was in fact, not calm... He still says 
he’d like to head back down that mountain just 
to beat that lady who swore it was safe. 
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My mother became ill after our trip through 
the mountains, and instead of heading out to 
Yellowstone like we’d originally planned, we 
instead turned around and went home. 

Dad spent a few weeks considering the idea of 
building a treehouse on the property right next 
to the path that ran through the forest. In the 
winter of 2011, he put his plan into action. Me 
and dad built the treehouse board by board. He 
came up with the ingenious idea of creating a 
pulley system, building a hatch into the 
floorboards, and tying a rope to a plastic crate. 
This created a fully functioning 

pulley system to bring any heavy objects into 
the treehouse with minimal effort. He built a 
sturdy staircase, and even build a window 
inside the treehouse and placed it on hinges. 
When the treehouse was finished, we placed a 
sign on the front saying: “Ethan’s Treehouse 
est. 2011.” I loved my new treehouse. I would 
spend hours up there playing and tinkering 
with things. I’d even sit up there with the back 
window open shooting my Red Ryder BB gun 
into the woods. It was the gun that my dad 
taught me to shoot with. My dad bought me a 
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new airsoft CO2 revolver. It had 
interchangeable cylinders, you could switch 
between firing BB’s and pellets. I couldn’t get 
enough of it. I would burn through CO2 
cartridges like a mad man. Dad also bought me 
my first .22 for Christmas. It was a .22 Long 
Rifle Rossi, with an interchangeable barrel. The 
other barrel could fire 4/10 shotgun shells. I 
used the headphones from my old Lionel Train 
set to block out the gunfire when shooting. Dad 
built a firing range out of plywood and placed it 
in the backyard. After firing a few 4/10 shells at 
it, we figured we needed to reinforce it. We 
nailed much thicker boards to the back and 
continued firing. 

Once my parents | transferred me to 
homeschooling, life was much more peaceful. I 
have many fond memories of traversing the 
countryside and exploring the woods in the 
warm sunshine. I missed my old home in North 
Vernon, IN for many years, due to the simple 
fact that I’ve always been strongly sentimental 
about things. But the house in Elizabethtown, 
IN slowly began to grow on me. 

In August 2012, we took our next trip to 
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Michigan. We visited Lake Michigan and 
stayed at a campground near Copper Harbor. 
We explored the Upper Peninsula. There were 
several museums and attractions, we even had 
the chance to tour a lighthouse. We had the 
rare chance of viewing the shore of the lake as 
it was windy, and the waves were sloshing 
through the water and smacking into the rocky 
shore. We viewed the Edmund Fitzgerald 
museum, there were many incredible artifacts 
salvaged from the wreck. We toured an actual 
oil tanker. We walked along the deck of the ship 
that was converted into a museum. The ship 
was huge and towered over the land and water 
below. Dad was fascinated by the inner 
workings of the ship, the engine room and 
boiler room. We viewed the Captains quarters, 
crew rooms, etc. As we stayed in a different 
campground, we spent a day relaxing in the 
camper. We’d all just bought books that we 
were engrossed in. There was no TV or 
internet, and the only electronic I had was the 
Nintendo DSI I was using to take vacation 
photos, so we figured reading about the area 
we were visiting would be a good use of our 
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spare time. I also bought a rubber band gun 
and some Lego brick candy. We ate at an 
incredibly decorated restaurant. The food was 
delectable, and the decor featured taxidermic 
fish, beavers, bears, etc. We brought our dog 
Tigger along. He was a tiny Yorkie dog, he was 
rescued from a puppy mill at a young age. His 
tongue would stick out from his mouth. As we 
were stopped by the lake to walk him, he 
jumped in and chased after the ducks. We had 
to grab him out of the lake and dry him off with 
a towel we kept in the car. I noticed a layer of 
foam spanning the length of the shore. Out of 
curiosity, I asked one of the locals what it was, 
they said it was a collection of “sea scum.” 
Decayed fish and plant matter... 

It was a cold day when we visited Agate beach 
on Lake Superior. My parents and I were 
dressed in winter clothing. I was in jeans, a T 
shirt and jacket, as were my parents. I took my 
jacket off and jumped into the ice cold water 
for a swim. The water was freezing, but it was 
worth it for the fun. We bought some caramel 
and bread from Monks who were selling goods 
outside of their monastery. The caramel was 
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some of the best I’d ever tasted. 

We took a boat ride through the Soo Locks, 
and even through Canadian waters. 

We visited the Ford’s Museum on August 10th. 
From start to finish, the museum was 
spectacular. At the start of the museum, we 
toured the newly acquired Titanic exhibit. 
There were dozens of old artifacts recovered 
from the wreckage. It was also the 100th 
anniversary of the Titanic, and they were 
selling hats with “Titanic 1912-2012”, one of 
which I purchased. There were hundreds, if not 
thousands of old cars and farming implements 
from every age. There were antique rifles, 
pistols, and shotguns. The world’s largest 
locomotive was in display there are well. We 
even saw the chair that Lincoln bled out in after 
he was shot in the back of the head. His blood 
still stained the chair. Thomas Edison’s 
signature was etched into concrete in the 
middle of the museum. We took a ride ina 
Model T Ford to Thomas Edison’s laboratory, 
where he invented the lightbulb, among other 
things. There was a chair there nailed to the 
floor, which supposedly Thomas Edison was 
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the last man to have sat in. We also viewed 
the Wright Brother’s Bicycle shop. The trip was 
incredibly fun all in all. 

I started getting into writing when I was 
around 11 years old, writing my first poem in 
2012. It’s been published in one of my previous 
books. I enjoyed spending many hours sitting 
in the warm summer sun, notebook in hand, 
writing poetry and short stories while the wind 
weaved through the trees. 

I had many pets growing up. In North 
Vernon, I had several dogs, cats, fish, and even 
a lizard. My lizard was an anole named Gilbert. 
I also had a chihuahua named Lucy, a blonde 
hell hound that would scream and bark 
ferociously out of pure hatred. The dog clearly 
hated me with a passion. By far my favorite pet 
I had growing up in North Vernon was a little 
chihuahua, Diesel. Diesel was my favorite dog 
by far, and the first of my pets I actually bonded 
with. Me and diesel grew close over the years, 
playing outside and running around the yard 
together. 

One day, upon returning from school, I called 
for Diesel, but he never came. Mom and I went 
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outside to investigate, and found that the gate 
was open. We even had a label on the gate that 
read “Do not leave open.” The man from the 
electric company that would inspect our 
meters had left the gate open, allowing our dog 
to run away. That was among the worst days of 
my younger childhood. 

During the winter of 2011 and the spring of 
2012, me and dad worked tirelessly in the 
woods to clear out the brush, trash, vines, 
leaves, and debris to make way for a more clear 
path through the forest. We eventually began to 
consider the possibility of clearing most of the 
forest past the creek, and putting stones in the 
creek and planting grass in place of the rotting 
leaves that had most likely taken up the forest 
floor for centuries. The work was rough, but 
rewarding. Each time we cut a new tree down, 
dad would have to take each limb off 
individually until only the trunk remained. He 
would then chainsaw the trunk into logs. We 
would then carry the logs to our designated 
firewood stack, clear the limbs, rinse and 
repeat. We kept many of the healthier trees 
alive. We would cut the vines off of the ones 
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worth saving and ensure they were healthy 
enough to survive on their own. We even cut 
down a few dying cedar trees, which gave offa 
very pleasant cedar smell. To aid us in our 
quest to clear out the forest, dad bought a 
chuck wagon. It had two seats, complete with 
seatbelts. It also had a radio with a built-in 
cassette player. Much like my go cart and four 
wheeler, I would drive the chuck wagon around 
the property, and even to 

the “other lot” as I called it, which was the 
second acre of our two-acre rural southern 
Indiana property. I would also cut up wood, 
put it in the back of the chuck wagon, and drive 
it to the wood pile to unload it, effectively using 
it as a transport vehicle. 

Later in 2012, we visited Williamsburg, 
Virginia. The entire town was built to appear 
exactly as it had in the 18th century. There were 
dozens of actors lining the streets who were 
dressed in colonial attire. While we were 
touring Williamsburg, we stopped at a small 
restaurant to eat. I ordered a pulled pork bbq 
sandwich. After maybe two or three bites, I 
glanced at my sandwich and saw there were 
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ants in it. Afraid my parents would cause a 
scene if I spoke up, I simply put the sandwich 
down and refused to eat anything else. We 
continued touring the town. 

We went on to North Carolina, where we 
camped at Cape Hatteras on the Outer Banks. I 
remember the day we arrived. As we were 
driving through mainland North Carolina and 
approaching the Outer Banks, I sat at the table 
watching SpongeBob and drinking an ice cold 
Coke. The first few minutes we were there, I 
stepped outside in my crocs. Almost 
immediately, I was stabbed by something. 
When I got a better look around, I realized the 
sand next to our camper was covered in cacti. 
We attempted to visit a nearby lighthouse, but 
Obama had just shut the Government down, so 
they turned us away at the gate. I spent days 
swimming in the ocean in the Outer Banks. I 
found two dead horseshoe crabs that has 
washed up on the shore. There were thousands 
of shells on shore, and I began collecting them. 
A kind old lady asked if I could find her a Conch 
shell. She showed me an example, and me and 
dad began our search. We would often find 
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broken fragments, but never a complete shell. 
After a few days of searching, mom finally 
found one. I tried giving it to the lady, but she 
declined. She took the broken ones and told me 
to keep the whole conch shell. 

For breakfast each day, we would eat at the 
Ocean Front Cafe. They had the best breakfast 
out of any restaurant I’ve been to on any of my 
vacations, aside from truck stops. No one can 
beat truck stop dining. 

In 2014, I began going out back into the forest 
after school and cutting wood with the electric 
saw that dad gave me. I would always set a 
minimum goal of 50 logs per day. The logs were 
usually a decent size, and I created a separate 
wood pile for them. I would only cut dead 
trees, but there were more than enough dead 
and decaying trees to harvest from. I decided to 
start selling them to dad for 1¢ per log. Each 
day I would work to cut 50 logs, and make 
around 50¢ per day. My sister Rachel was living 
in a rural area at the time and had a wood- 
burning stove in her home. In order to save 
money on her electric bill, she decided to start 
paying me a few Pennies here and there for the 
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logs. I would often joke that I’d started my 
own logging company. 

As I got used to the chuck wagon, my go cart 
was wearing down. After the wreck, it was 
never really in decent shape again. Dad 
proposed we sell it to my niece Jillian’s dad, 
Les. I agreed, considering it wasn’t really worth 
it to try and work on it, and the engine was 


aging. 
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Chapter 4: 
A NEW FRIENDSHIP 


“Life is seeing an old friend and realizing how much you 
miss them. When we forget old friends, it is a sign we have 
forgotten ourselves.” -Unknown 


The kids that lived directly across the street 
from me were Kameron and Kaleb. Kameron 
was the kid I met during mom’s forced 
introduction. In the end, I was grateful for it, 
because we became instant best friends. 
Kameron and Kaleb’s names were spelled with 
K’s as opposed to the traditional Cameron and 
Caleb spellings. Kameron, Kaleb, and I would 
run around the neighborhood playing. We ran 
through the woods throwing around 

Sticks and playing games. We even got some 
sticks, nails, and a hammer, and built a bridge 
across a tall area of the creek. There were old 
tree roots sticking out of the ground from an 
old, uprooted tree that we were able to sit on 
and use as chairs. I got one of those 
“ingenious” ideas in my head to grab a hammer 
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and some nails from dad’s garage and try 
nailing some large, sturdy sticks across the tree 
roots to create more seats. The sticks would 
hold for a while, but eventually broke, leaving 
nails in the roots that I had to hammer in so 
they wouldn’t injure us when we sat on them. 
After this, I just left the roots how they were, in 
their natural glory. This area would come to be 
known as “The Hangout.” We would spend 
hours perched up on the huge lumbering tree 
roots playing our Nintendo DS games and 
talking. I would even take my Red Ryder BB 
gun, and Kameron would take his Buck BB gun 
out back and we’d shoot randomly into the 
woods. We would jump on the trampoline and 
swing on the swings, just being kids. 

I met our neighbors in the next house over a 
little later on. They had three kids; Isaac, 
Selma, and Gage. Gage and Selma were the 
calmer of the two, less troublesome. Isaac, 
however, was a different story. He would say 
every cuss word in the book, break things, and 
was overall rude. One day, Kameron, Kaleb, 
and I were walking through the woods with our 
BB guns when Isaac walked up and started 
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throwing glass bottles at us. I warned him to 
stop multiple times, but the last bottle he threw 
nearly hit me. I had to duck my head, and the 
bottle flew past me and shattered against the 
tree. Angry, and also knowing he was trying to 
harm me, I cocked my Red Ryder and shot him. 
He started laughing and running away. I shot 
him a few more times, thinking it would make 
sure he’d never come onto my property and try 
to attack me again. After the last shot smacked 
his back, he fell to the ground crying. “I’m 
telling my mom on you!” He screamed. Me and 
Kameron just stared wide-eyed at each other, 
figuring no adult would see our feeling of our 
lives being threatened as a reason to shoot him. 
Iran up to the back porch and told my dad 
what happened. He said to ignore him and 
ensure he doesn’t set foot on our property 
again. 

Later that night, we hear a knock on the 

door while watching TV. Mom was showering, 
so dad went to open the door to greet whoever 
was on the other side. Two police officers in full 
uniform were standing right outside our door. 
“We got a call about uh, Isaac and Ethan.” One 
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of the officers said in a calm tone. My father 
explained the situation and the officers 
understood, and left without any incidents. For 
the next few months, Isaac would harass both 
me and Kameron, saying “My dad might press 
charges!” It angered me. This was around the 
time my anger issues began to worsen, so I had 
a hard time letting it go each time he would try 
to drag me further into his shenanigans. 

Me, Kameron, and Kaleb would all avoid Isaac 
and his family at all costs. 

I would often spend weekends at my 
brother’s house. We would go out to eat, to the 
movies, to laser tag, etc. 

Me and dad would have long conversations 
on the way to Karate on Monday and Thursday 
nights. We’d usually stop by Wendy’s on the 
way home to grab a medium vanilla Frosty. I 
became such a regular customer and familiar 
face in the North Vernon Wendy’s that the 
workers started saying “Medium vanilla frosty 
for $1.92?” Every time I entered. Occasionally, 
we’d stop by Walgreens to grab a couple 
snacks. This was always my favorite time of 
week, me and my dad could spend time talking 
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about life, the state of America and the world, 
and just about anything really. When I would 
later join the army at 17, I would receive letters 
in the mail from my dad recalling details of 
these times from memory and telling me how 
much he misses them. 

Kameron, Caleb, and I spent a few summers, 
falls, winters, and springs 

outside playing. Running through the woods 
and making up games. Kameron and Kaleb 
were blood relatives of my niece Hannah. 
Eventually, in about 2013, Kameron and Kaleb 
moved to North Vernon. I was disheartened at 
the loss of my childhood friends. I spent a good 
amount of time alone from then on, I’d explore 
the woods alone and began taking a rifle or 
pistol with me each time for protection. After 
having a few encounters with snakes and mice, 
I decided it would be best to carry a weapon for 
self defense when venturing deep into our 
property. 

In May 2013, we took a trip to Tennessee. We 
camped at Bear Cove RV Park. Our first stop 
was Ripley’s Aquarium Of The Smokies. The 
aquarium featured whale and turtle skeletons 
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suspended from the ceiling, as well as live 
exhibits of seahorses, horseshoe crabs, sharks, 
sawfish, jellyfish, mudskippers, Nautilus, sting 
rays, and spider crabs. I was a big fan of 
Nautilus at the time, and when I saw their 
exhibit I was ecstatic. The jellyfish were 
incredibly intricate and fragile looking. Dad was 
fascinated by the giant spider crabs that stood 
nearly as tall as a grown man. We then visited 
Ripley’s Believe It Or Not Museum. I’d first 
learned of Ripley’s Believe It Or Not from a 
book we bought at the old Exit 76 Antique Mall 
in Edinburgh, Indiana. I bought the 2001 
Ripley’s Believe It Or Not Special Edition, and 
after reading through it on a few long car rides, 
I was fascinated by some of the interesting 
oddities, and wanted to visit one of Ripley’s 
museums to view them for myself. The 
museum featured some of the strangest 
exhibits I’ve ever witnessed. From a two 
headed cow, to the largest tire in the world, to a 
large chunk of the Berlin Wall, this museum 
had some neat displays. Two of the most 
interesting, and perhaps the most macabre 
were the mummy and the shrunken head. We 
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then went on to visit Dollywood. We didn’t 
get to meet Dolly Parton, but we viewed the 
inside of her tour bus. We also watched the 
Dixie Stampede. 

In March of 2014, we visited Elvis’ Graceland. 
We toured his mansion, and viewed his grave. 
It was a nice experience. 

In September 2014, we took a trip to New 
York City. We took a guided tour through, and 
saw the Trump Tower, the 9/11 Memorial, the 
Freedom Tower, which is 1776ft tall. We took a 
boat to Ellis Island and viewed the Statue of 
Liberty while standing next to it. We didn’t get 
a chance to take the elevator into the crown of 
the statue, however, as this required 
reservations. We visited FDR’s (Franklin Delano 
Roosevelt) mansion. Their property alone was 
gorgeous, the architecture of the exterior of 
their home was neat. The inside was filled with 
antique relics. We also visited the Vanderbilt 
mansion, which was a mansion neighboring 
FDR’s. 

We visited Niagara Falls on the American side. 
We went through a wax museum prior to 
visiting the falls. 
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In 2015, we camped at Bogg’s Lake 
Campground rather than going on any 
vacations or trips, since we were tight on 
money. 
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Chapter 9: 
THE WOODS 


“Into the forest I go, to lose my mind and find my soul. ” 
-John Muir 


“Deep in the forest I stroll, to hear the wisdom of my soul. 
The forest spoke to my soul in a language I already knew; 
a distant lullaby from the womb of peace & solitude. In 
the wooded deep, my soul does keep the fondest 
company.” -Angie Weiland-Crosby 


There were a few occasions in which I’d see 
something strange or unexplainable in the 
woods of Southern Indiana during my youth. 
The most significant incident I can recall is 
when I was in the woods one afternoon and 
heard the strangest noise. 

It sounded like a loud, high pitched yell. 

To this day, I haven’t heard anything like it. If 
I had to compare it to something, it sounded 
like the stereotypical Hollywood-esque version 
of a low, guttural Bigfoot growl, combined with 
a cacophony of loud screeches. My immediate 
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thought was to hit the deck. I immediately 
went prone and listened. As the sound grew 
more distant, I continued to struggle to 
pinpoint where it was coming from. I scanned 
the forest with my eyes to no avail. I couldn’t 
for the life of me figure out what made that 
horribly jarring noise, or where it could’ve 
went. I shot back up, cocked my rifle, pointed it 
in the general direction where the sound had 
emanated from moments ago, and slowly 
backed away. I went inside and grabbed a glass 
of apple cider to try and forget about it. Asa 
toddler, and a small child, white grape juice 
was always my favorite drink, and I 

would drink it religiously, however, Apple 
cider was my go-to drink after I’d first 
discovered I loved the taste during an apple 
product taste test in second grade. Along with 
my classmates, I tasted apples, apple butter, 
apple sauce, and apple cider. Id never had 
apple cider before, and the flavor immediately 
overwhelmed me. I’ve loved apples cider ever 
since. I’d even bought some from the farmer’s 
market with my parents outside Elizabethtown 
Indiana. 
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The forest always had a way of clearing my 
head. I spent hours marching through the 
forest, exploring, learning, soaking up the 
views. During the winter, I would walk on the 
ice that had frozen over the creek, sometimes it 
was thick enough to hold my weight. Other 
times, I’d destroy the ice as I walked along the 
creek in my rubber boots. I loved taking a stroll 
through the forest in the winter months, 
especially during snow season. The way the 
snow came to rest gently on the bare tree 
branches and green pine trees was an 
incredible sight to behold. 

Me and my dad spent hours outside clearing 
more and more of the forest, ensuring only 
trees remained. We’d then 

plant grass seed over the plain dirt that was 
left behind after ridding of the vines and poison 
ivy. Clearing the forest was often a difficult task. 
Dad built a metal bridge across the creek 
exclusively for carrying wood over to the 
firewood pile, and the remaining brush to the 
brush pile. 

While homeschooling, I would look out the 
window during lunch, longing to return to the 
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beauty and tranquillity of the forest. The 
woods was my second home. As the years went 
by, I never grew weary of spending much of my 
free time out there. As I got into my mid to late 
teen years, my parents would leave me home 
for the weekend on occasion while they went 
camping. During these times, I would cut the 
grass if needed, swim in the pool, and target 
practice with my CO2 pellet gun. I even taught 
myself to make potato fries and potato chips at 
one point. I enjoyed spending weekends alone 
with my dog. I would watch movies at night 
before heading off to bed. I remember watching 
the entire Back To The Future trilogy in one 
sitting. I decided I’d put on too much weight, so 
I began exercising on a treadmill we had in the 
room we’d designated for homeschooling. We 
referred to it as the “Classroom.” 

As I grew up with a forest in my backyard, I 
grew accustomed to always having a calm, 
quiet connection to nature readily available to 
me at all times. As me and my father cleared 
the forest, our firewood began to accumulate 
drastically. As the years went on, the treehouse 
became dilapidated. In the spring of 2015, I 
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would often spend my weekend mornings 
Riding my bike through a 1 mile stretch of road 
leading from our house to the main highway. 
Riding back and forth once would make my 
total traveled distance two miles. I enjoyed 
riding in the cool morning, the scenery was 
beautiful. I would always pass cows, horses, 
and goats. There were sometimes people out 
on their front porches that would wave. The 
beauty of a huge, vibrant green field off to the 
side of the road covered in dew in an orange/ 
blue sunrise is unmatched by anything else in 
nature. 

Over the summer, I’d often spend a few hours 
per day in the pool. I would sit back in the 
warm sunshine with the radio tuned to “Korn 
Country 100.3FM”. It was difficult to traverse 
the woods during the summer, so unless I had 
my jeans and my machete, I’d have to avoid 
entering the deeper area of the woods. During 
the winters, of course, it was clear and much 
easier and safer to navigate. Over the winter, I 
took to mapping out the dense behind our 
property. I explored the forest, mapping the 
area out but by bit. 
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In March of 2017, I took a trip with my 
brother and his family to stay in a log cabin in 
Tennessee. This was sort of a tradition, I’d 
stayed in a log cabin with them a few other 
times in Tennessee. We went to the Dixie 
Stampede in Dollywood. In May 2017, I took a 
trip with my parents to the Grand Canyon. We 
walked through Carlsbad Caverns, which were 
deep underground caves that spanned well 
over two miles. We visited Roswell, New 
Mexico, and walked through a museum of 
newspaper clipping and artifacts that were 
weaving a narrative of alien abduction and 
government coverups. There were many Indian 
novelty shops out west. We visited one in 
Arizona, where I bought a resin encased bat. 
The landscape in Arizona was dark, rocky, and 
red. We decided to take a train up to the Grand 
Canyon from our campground. Before boarding 
the train, they put on a cowboy show. We 
boarded the Anasazi Railway Train bound for 
the Grand Canyon. They had free coffee, fruits, 
and newspapers. After eating a banana, I got 
my hot coffee and began reading the 
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newspaper. Each time I’d look out the 
window, I’d see a change in the landscape. 
Once we’d arrived at the Grand Canyon, I gazed 
out upon the horizon. I tried photographing 
what I was seeing, but it wouldn’t work. 
Pictures can’t do it justice. The absolute 
magnitude of the canyon messed with my eyes. 
Dad kept saying “There you go, it’s a big hole in 
the ground!” 

I bought a scorpion sucker from the 
campground store. My honest opinion was that 
it tasted like my mother’s green beans. 

By the summer of 2017, we’d cleared nearly 
all of our property, save for a strip of land 
dividing the land surrounding our house from 
the lot next door that was tacked onto our 
property when we bought it. 

In the summer of 2017, we took our last trip 
to Washington D.C. we visited the Ford’s 
Museum, where I got to view the derringer that 
killed Lincoln. I expected the pistol to be much 
larger than the microscopic firearm that sat 
before me in its glass case. We visited the 
Vietnam memorial, where I took dad’s picture. 
We walked up to the Lincoln Memorial, and 
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walked down to the Washington monument 
and the reflective pool. Ducks were playing in 
the pool. We viewed the capitol building and 
the White House from a distance. The trip was 
incredible. 

The summer of 2017 was the last summer I 
really enjoyed to its entirety. I had my days off 
to swim, explore the woods, relax indoors, ride 
my chuck wagon around the yard. 

I’'d already began driving my car around the 
age of 14, but I began driving more frequently 
as I approached the age of 16. I would drive into 
town to get some candy or a monster from the 
general store, or sometimes id even drive into 
the city of Columbus, Indiana to grab a monster 
and gain driving experience. There were a few 
times I’d visit this Mexican market that had 
some incredible Mexican candy and soda. It 
was positioned in a building where a Marsh 
store was shut down about two years prior. 

In May of 2018, my parents decided I was 
ready to take the Indiana State test for my high 
school diploma. I entered the building and sat 
down, ready for testing. They gave me a series 
of question and answer quizzes. Most were 
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easy, but there were a few math questions 
that proved difficult considering I’ve never 
been very good in the subject. I passed each 
test, and I walked out of the building with my 
high school diploma at 16. My mother gave me 
an honest high school transcript and sent it off 
to Abeka Academy, my homeschool program. 
They sent back my homeschool diploma, and 
to this day I have two high school diplomas. 

I took my Indiana Driver’s test in May of 2018 
as well. When we visited the BMV to inquire 
about the test, they handed me the Indiana 
State Driver’s Handbook. I read it cover to 
cover, but still felt I may not be able to answer 
every question correctly. I went on YouTube 
and searched up some example test questions. 
I would watch the video, cover each answer 
and answer in my head. I’d then check to see if 
I answered correctly. I repeated this process 
until I knew every answer on multiple videos. 

That’s exactly how I passed the written test. 
For the driving test, dad taught me how to 
parallel park, and how to identify each traffic 
sign. 

The woman who administered the test was 
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polite, but was thoroughly observing my 
every move. Things were going swimmingly, 
until I accidentally ran a stop sign. The stop 
sign was completely obstructed by leaves and 
branches from a nearby tree, and the instructor 
told me not to worry. “Everyone misses that 
sign, they need to trim the tree!” I passed the 
test with flying colors! They gave me my 
temporary driver’s license, which was printed 
on standard computer paper. We went out to 
celebrate, and my parents bought me a purple 
monster energy. 

In June 2018, I took a trip with my Youth 
Pastor and Church Youth Group to Kentucky. 
We were on a missions trip on behalf of Big 
Creek Missions. We made cards to try and bring 
the locals into the faith. We went door to door 
passing out the cards. We helped repaint fences 
and clean gutters. On the way home, we passed 
by the “Hatfields and McCoys Cemetery.” We 
stopped and walked through the cemetery, 
reading the historical signs and gravestones. 

As the summer went by, I was nervous about 
what I was going to do. My parents were 
hounding me about getting a job, but told me to 
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just enjoy the summer first. I wanted a job 
anyway, I’d wanted one since I was 14. I 
couldn’t get a work permit very easily though 
since I was homeschooled, so I never got one. I 
knew I needed to start earning money soon, so 

I began looking into different career options. I 
knew I wouldn’t have money for college, and I 
wouldn't be able to live at home very long. My 
parents suggested looking into a military 
career. Reluctantly, I considered joining the 
army. I was completely against the idea at first, 
figuring I couldn’t possibly endure the training, 
not to mention deployment. We went to talk to 
a recruiter in Columbus. They were all Staff 
Sergeants, and their station commander was a 
Staff Sergeant as well. Of course, I wasn’t 
familiar with the army’s ranks at the time, so I 
wasn’t aware of this. We sat down at a desk to 
chat with a recruiter. He explained the post-9/11 
GI Bill benefits, VA Loans, the army’s 
retirement, etc. It all started to sound nice to 
me, especially the prospect of fully retiring at 
37. After heading home to give it some thought, 
I considered just applying for a job at a local 
grocery store. But, the benefits the recruiter 
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outlined were a bit too enticing to pass up. 
After everything I said about never joining the 
army, I decided to head back to the recruiter’s 
office and talk about enlisting. 
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A Note From The Author: 


This volume has been a pleasure to write, and 
it’s contents have been carefully researched 
and verified. My memory isn’t the best, my 
mind seems to suppress much of my past, 
perhaps as a defense mechanism. Because of 
this, it always takes me a good length of time to 
pull these memories out of my mind to write 
about them. The previous volume appears to 
have been received with praise and minimal 
criticism, which I appreciate as always. Thank 
you all for taking the time to read about life 
from my perspective. It’s been sort of 
therapeutic to tell my story, and to write about 
some of the hardships I’ve endured that I very 
seldom speak of outside of immediate family. I 
hope you’ve enjoyed this volume, there’ll be 
more to come soon! 


Post-Publish Note: 


As of 12/25/2022, I’ve discovered the 
Ruedlinger’s family bloodline. Here is the 
complete traceable line of Ruedlingers: 

Ethan Ruedlinger (2001-Present), Leonard 
Ruedlinger (1945-Present), Oliver Ruedlinger 
(1908-1984), Charles Ruedlinger (1888-1945), 
Jacob Ruedlinger (1888-1922), Johan M. 
Ruedlinger (1820-1891), Johan J. Ruedlinger 
(1782-1862), Gallus Ruedlinger (1738-1786), 
Gallus Ruedlinger (1701-1772), Klaus Ruedlinger, 
Galli Ruedlinger (1612-?), Niklaus Ruedlinger 
(1586-?) 


No Man7’s 
Road 


The Story Of 
Ethan Ruedlinger 
Volume 3 


© Ethan W. Ruedlinger 


When the cruel hand of betrayal inevitably 
comes knocking, we must leave the ones who 
wronged us behind and hope for a better 
future. We have no choice but to leave the past 
in the past and keep moving forward, no matter 
how difficult the road may be. Sometimes, if 
we’re lucky, we may bump into someone along 
the way who will walk the rest of the road with 
us. This is my journey down “No Man’s Road.” 


Author: Ethan W. Ruedlinger 
The Story Of Ethan Ruedlinger: Volume 3 


thebiblicalpostfoundation@gmail.com 
© 2022 viii 


This book is dedicated to my wife, Paula Savanah 
Ruedlinger. 


“And rock bottom became the solid foundation on 
which I rebuilt my life.” -JK Rowling 


“Courage is not having the strength to go on, it’s going 
on when you dort have the strength.” -Unknown 


“Behind every strong person is a broken child who had 
to learn to stand up and take no crap.” -Anonymous 


“We must accept the end of something in order to begin 
to build something new.” -Paulo Coelho 


ix 


Table Of Contents 


Chapter 1:Rock Bottom. ....... 303 
Chapter 2: ANew Start. ....... 313 
Chapter 3: CliftyFarms. ....... 325 
Chapter 4: Dino Stroll... ...... 338 
Chapter 5: Sweet Home Indiana. . . . 369 


Chapter 6: Kicked To The Curb. . . . . 400 


Chapter 1: 
Rock Bottom 


“She played you like a fiddle, E. She used you for an 
adventure. She wanted to marry you just to go live with 
you in Oak Grove thinking you had money. She took you 
for everything you had. But it’s ok, it’s in the past now. 
Life goes on, my son.” -Connie Ruedlinger 


Thankfully, my parents agreed to pick me 
up from the hotel I was in. They agreed to 
drive from Paris, Tennessee to Bakersfield, 
California; then drive me back to Paris, 
Tennessee. I didn’t want to leave. Although I 
knew it was futile, I still held onto hope that 
my wife may change her mind and ask me to 
stay. My brain began to grow callous to the 
situation. It typically does this as a coping 
mechanism, whenever I go through 
something traumatic, I can’t remember it 
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very well. If my brain didn’t have this 
handy little mechanism built in, I would’ve 
lost my mind long ago from stress and 
constantly remembering the past. The loss 
of my wife would’ve destroyed me. I 
contemplated staying and trying to work 
things out. I contemplated all of the ways I 
could try and fix my situation. In reality, I 
knew I had no other option but to head for 
home. While I stayed in the hotel, my 
parents drove over 2,000 miles to 
Bakersfield to pick me up. When they came 
to pick me up, we went to the local storage 
unit I’d been keeping my things in, and 
emptied it of nearly everything that was 
mine. We fit whatever we could into the 
back of my parent’s car, especially the more 
important items like clothing, furniture, and 
keepsakes. I still had some items at my wife’s 
family’s house. My parents drove me there 
to grab the rest of my things. I brought 
everything I could, but my parents kept 
yelling at me to hurry up. I was packing 
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everything I owned as quickly as I could, 
but since I was rushed, one important thing 
I ended up forgetting was my US Army 
Honorable Discharge Certificate. While 
gathering my belongings, I tried asking my 
wife to consider what she was doing. She 
threw me into a hug and told me goodbye. 
In that moment I knew it would be the last 
time I’d ever see her. It killed me on the 
inside, but I knew it was probably for the 
best. If she didn’t truly love me enough to 
stay with me, I shouldn’t waste my time 
begging someone who wouldn’t do the same 
for me. I knew God had other plans for me. I 
knew this was happening for a reason, and I 
knew my life was about to get easier in some 
ways, yet much more difficult in others. 

With that, we said our goodbyes and 
parted ways, and I hopped into the rear 
passenger seat of my parent’s car. The 
journey home was long and drawn out. I 
spent most of it listening to music and 
relaxing to keep my car sickness down. We 
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stopped to eat a few times, I remember we 
stopped at Sonic’s at one point. 

Returning home, I was happy to see my 
parents again for the first time in months. I 
was happy to finally be back home with 
them after the military, losing my 
apartment, and going through a rough time 
in my marriage. However, I was still in 
despair over the loss of my wife. 

I moved into my parent’s spare bedroom 
in their quiet little house in Paris, 
Tennessee. I moved all of my things into my 
new room, some of my things I had to store 
in a closet. Upon moving in, my parents 
offered to allot me one month of time to 
collect myself and my thoughts before I had 
to start job searching around Paris. I spent 
about a week contemplating this offer. 
During this time, I wrote a couple more 
books and published them in several 
different formats. One of the books I 
published was “Creation: Undeniable 
Evidence (Revised Edition)”, which was a 
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school thesis I wrote in 2014, and later 
rewrote and revised its text while staying 
true to the original work. It’s certainly one of 
my favorite works to this day. 

I eventually settled back down into living 
in a house instead of an unstable apartment. 
After a week of staying in my parent’s house, 
we were all sitting on the porch in the warm 
sun when their neighbor came by and 
mentioned a job opportunity at Dana 
Automotive. It was a factory job located in 
my same town; Paris, Tennessee. I would be 
manufacturing rubber gaskets for different 
automobile manufacturers. And the best 
part? The company was Union. I figured I 
should take this job and get back on my feet 
rather than spend a month sulking. Dana 
Automotive sounded like a less-than-ideal 
opportunity considering what I’d heard 
concerning the horrors of working factory 
jobs, but of course, I couldn’t let that deter 
me from taking any chance I could get to 
pull myself up by my bootstraps. I decided I 
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would take the job, and applied. 

Dana Automotive scheduled an interview 
with me. I was very nervous considering I’d 
never interviewed for a civilian job. I walked 
into the HR office and sat down with the 
interviewer. After a series of questions, she 
asked “How much would your preferred 
starting pay be?” “I put down $9 an hour on 
my application.” “How does $15 sound?” I 
was ecstatic! I couldn’t believe I’d landed a 
job that paid enough for me to start saving 
money and maybe get back on my feet. It 
seemed things were looking up for me after 
all. The interviewer scheduled my 
orientation for September 9th, 2020. The 
orientation was similar to what I’ve 
experienced in the army, “Death by 
PowerPoint” as they say. The majority of 
their new hire training consisted of several 
hundred PowerPoint slides projected from 
their company laptop and a member of 
management providing vague explanations 
for each slide. Several grueling hours later, 
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the orientation was over, and I would soon 
start my brand new job, in my brand new 
state, in my brand new home, thus starting 
off my brand new life. 

My first day at Dana was pretty confusing, 
to say the least. I quickly realized that this 
job would take some time to get the hang of. 
The inside of the factory itself smelled 
strongly of rubber. The immense odor 
emanating from the factory floor was 
comparable to burning car tires. I was told 
the stench was sickening at first, but ’d 
eventually become “nose blind” to it. 

I was brought out to a workstation on the 
factory floor, where I was given a 
demonstration of what was expected of me 
on a daily basis. I was to log my rate of part 
production on an hourly basis on the dry 
erase board that was located on the end of 
my workstation. I had to operate the rubber 
mold injection press, ensure the hot rubber 
part cooled properly, carefully extricate the 
part from the mold, remove the flash (excess 
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rubber) from the edges of the part, check 
for quality issues, and hang them on arack, 
where they would be wheeled to quality 
inspection at the end of my shift. I then had 
to fill out a “lot card” and place it on the 
rack to identify the line of parts. The job 
seemed easy enough, but the production 
goals the company had set was their 
standard for each and every press operator. 
It took all day for me to gain confidence in 
the production process. By my second day I 
was beginning to question wether I could 
keep up with the expected production 
output. Anyone could produce the parts 
quickly, but ensuring that the parts have no 
defects, and that the part isn’t damaged 
while removing the flash is the most difficult 
part of the process to master, and it made 
meeting my production goals significantly 
more difficult. I had a hard time adjusting to 
working at Dana. The days in that factory 
would feel like years. After my first week, I’d 
mastered the first rubber gasket part that I 
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would be taught to properly produce. I 
moved on from station to station, learning 
the differences in the production process for 
different parts, and how the operation of the 
rubber injection press varies. Around the 
end of my first week with Dana, they 
decided to move me to night shift. I was 
without any headphones or music, since 
even having your phone out was considered 
a Safety violation while on the factory floor. 
The boredom of being simultaneously 
exhausted from struggling to adjust to night 
shift, as well as continuously performing 
monotonous tasks was unbearable. I would 
try running Johnny Cash songs I’d 
memorized through my head in an attempt 
to combat the boredom and make the clock 
run faster. Much of the job was repeating the 
same mind numbing tasks over and over. 
Since I was on night shift, my parents 
bought black out shades for my room. I 
would sleep, get up, get ready, go to work, 
come home, rinse and repeat. It was only on 
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the weekends that I would get any time to 
myself, and even this was rare. I eventually 
began visiting the Eiffel Tower Park 
frequently to get some space to think and 
decompress after work. This would be a 
little daily tradition of mine that would 
continue throughout my time living in Paris. 
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Chapter 2: 
A New Start 


“I weep not for you, but for the woman I fell in love with. I 
mourn her death and no matter what you do to atone, 
you were the one who killed 

her.” -Ashbringer199 


One bright, sunny day in October of 2020, 
my parents brought me to a car dealership 
right outside of Paris, Tennessee. Joe Mahan 
Ford Inc. on 211 Memorial Dr. We’d all 
agreed it would be wise for me to buy my 
own car rather than rely on my parents for 
transportation to and from work. We looked 
around until we found a nice red 2017 
Nissan Sentra. It was an incredibly beautiful 
car, with no scratches or blemishes. It shone 
brightly in the sun, and the inside was filled 
with modern bells and whistles. I took a 
good long look at the car, going through the 
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interior and checking the outside. It had a 
GPS, sports mode, overdrive, charging 
ports, every modern convenience you could 
fathom. I knew I wanted this car. We went 
inside and talked with a salesman, and after 
running my credit, I got a deal on the car. I 
drove it home that very day, and from then 
on I’ve had my red Nissan. 

Working at Dana seemed fruitless, as I 
couldn’t save very much money in the midst 
of trying to restart my life. The work was 
rough. Manufacturing enough parts per 
hour is one thing, but to have to examine 
each part, remove any excess rubber and 
ensure it has no flaws whatsoever, and 
simultaneously produce hundreds per hour 
is quite the challenge. Mastering the ability 
to perform a good quality check was key to 
gaining speed in the overall process. 

After a few weeks of working I began to 
make my production goals, but not by 
much. The night shift managers were very 
strict and stern with their subordinates. 
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During the few months I worked at Dana, I 
didn’t keep in touch with my “wife” at all. I 
tried asking her what was going on and if we 
were getting a divorce, but I wouldn’t get a 
straight answer. I decided to leave her on the 
back burner and focus on myself, as she 
removed herself from my life and was no 
longer on my list of priorities. I continued 
working hard at Dana, my heartbreak and 
sadness slowly turned to anger and hatred 
over those few weeks, fueling my desire to 
succeed out of pure spite. Instead of giving 
up and figuring that anything I did was 
pointless, I used the anger that was seething 
inside of me to push on out of pure spite. I 
wanted to succeed and be far greater than 
she could ever imagine being. During this 
time in my life, God was teaching me one of 
the most valuable lessons I could learn. This 
experience would ultimately teach me to 
trust no one, and to cling to God and trust 
solely in him during times of stress and 
hardship. He taught me that I should value 
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myself enough to refuse to love and care 
for someone who would never do the same 
for me. He would soon teach me an even 
more painful lesson as well... 

As my “wife” had already distanced herself 
entirely, I hadn’t a clue where our 
“relationship” was. I still didn’t really want 
to divorce her, I obviously knew I’d be stupid 
not to, but she hadn’t cheated on me or 
anything. Around September/October of 
2020, my “wife” began posting photos of 
another guy. It was some random, scrawny 
Mexican kid I didn’t recognize. Come to find 
out, they’d began dating... while we were 
still married. This didn’t come as much of a 
shock to me, but it still felt like taking 
several hits to the stomach from a baseball 
bat. Once I’d found out she was openly and 
admittedly cheating on me, any feelings I 
had left at all for her melted away into pure, 
seething rage. I couldn’t believe she would 
have the audacity to start dating someone 
only 2 months after we separated, and 
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before we’d even discussed a divorce! She 
didn’t even know this guy! Infuriated, I 
confronted her about it. She acted as though 
nothing was wrong. “We’re not together 
anymore.” She’d tell me. “You May have 
forgotten so let me refresh your memory. 
We’re still married, you haven’t even 
considered a divorce yet!” Enraged, I argued 
back and forth with her for a while until I 
finally gave up. I knew I wasn’t getting 
through to her, and I knew I wasn’t getting 
any honest, straight answers about her and 
her new “lover.” I say lover because she 
made it clear that they’d soon be hitting the 
relationship level of “making love,” even 
though they hadn’t known each other long 
at all. She made sure to flaunt this fact to 
torment me, she knew I’ve always held sex 
sacred, and that she was the only woman I’d 
ever done anything with. She knew that if 
she violated the sanctity of our marriage, it 
would finally break me. As I’ve said 
previously, the amount of rage and pure 
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hatred that was rapidly swelling in the pit 
of my stomach was overwhelming. I used 
this hatred and anger to keep me going 
throughout my time at Dana. As the weeks 
continued rolling on, the hatred started to 
decrease, giving way to emptiness, a void of 
emotion I’d typically only experienced after 
a traumatic event. When I came home from 
work each night, after dinner I’d vent to my 
mother a lot, trying to get some of what 
happened off of my chest considering I 
really had no one to talk to at the time. No 
one knew me or truly understood my 
circumstances, and I couldn’t explain it very 
coherently in a short amount of time. I 
would vent to my mother after work, and 
she would give me some comforting words 
of advice. She told me to divorce her, keep 
working in myself, get my life in order, and 
I’'d be much happier. I agreed with this 
notion, although my emotional numbness 
began to convince me that it just wasn’t 
worth trying to restart my life anymore. I felt 
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it would be better on everyone if I just sat 
back and passed into oblivion. I knew that, 
in reality, my only choice was to carry on. I 
knew that God directed my life away from 
Bakersfield for a reason. I knew that she left 
me for a reason, and I knew that I had to 
start anew for a reason. I simply didn’t know 
what that reason was. 

As time went on at Dana, it became more 
and more difficult to keep up with the work. 
I was meeting my production and quality 
goals, but barely. One day, the boss called 
me to the back and sat me down. 
“Unfortunately, as we only have 30 days in 
most cases to make this determination, we’ll 
have to terminate your employment.” I was 
sort of shocked, I’d done nothing to deserve 
being fired, and I met all of my goals. I 
signed the paper they gave me after 
carefully reading it. One thing I remember 
them telling me is that they wouldn’t fight 
me if I attempted to draw unemployment. I 
just remember thinking in that moment 
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“What right would you have to fight me? 
You just took my only source of hard earned 
income from me. Why would I not draw?” 
They went on to tell me that I had a great 
work ethic and worked hard, and would fit 
in well in another company and that they 
appreciated me, but unfortunately I just 
wasn’t a good fit for them. I calmly thanked 
them for the opportunity and walked out, 
despite the anger and bitterness welling up 
in the pit of my stomach. Soon after pulling 
out of the parking lot one last time, I called 
my parents and told them the news. My 
mother later called the Human Resources 
manager of the company and asked why I’d 
been fired. She told her that I was an 
awesome worker and a kind person, but I 
just didn’t work fast enough for them. When 
I heard this, it blew my mind. I’d put a large 
amount of time and effort into exceeding my 
production goals, and they still fired me on 
the basis of not meeting their needs. At this 
point, I began to suspect that no company 
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would truly value me as an employee or 
my work. Oh, how right I was. I immediately 
began looking for another job. I went to 
companies like Tractor Supply, Rural King, 
Lowes, Kroger’s, and even a few gas stations. 
I went to every company I saw in town, and 
none of them were really interesting in 
hiring. People were still panicking over 
COVID-19, so it was difficult to find any work 
if you weren’t already locked into a job. I 
continued my search for over a week, going 
out each day trying to find work in the quiet 
little retirement town of Paris, Tennessee. I 
took a day trip and visited the town of 
Clarksville, which is the town right outside 
of Fort Campbell, where I was stationed 
2019-2020. I visited the old Piggly Wiggly 
store that I’d frequent. I drove by the old 
apartment in Oak Grove as well. I didn’t get 
the chance to actually visit Fort Campbell, 
however. I visited a few businesses around 
the area, and each of them wanted me to 
apply online. I did so, and never received a 
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reply on any of my applications. When it 
seemed all hope of getting another job was 
lost, I saw that there was an employment 
agency in town. I talked to my parents about 
it, and they confirmed that an employment 
agency was almost guaranteed to get me a 
job, although they were often horrible jobs 
that only people with felonies or something 
else on record would typically chase after. 
Knowing I had to get a job hastily before my 
car was repossessed, I decided to get a job 
through the agency “AtWork.” It was 
positioned in a historic building downtown. 
They took down my name, number, email, 
and information into their system, and 
offered me a position at a meat processing 
facility. I accepted the offer, and they 
scheduled an interview for me. I dressed up 
in my finest clothes, freshened up, and 
went. After finding the building and parking, 
I entered businesses around the area, and 
each of them wanted me to apply online. I 
did so, and never received a reply on any of 
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my applications. When it seemed all hope 
of getting another job was lost, I saw that 
there was an employment agency in town. I 
talked to my parents about it, and they 
confirmed that an employment agency was 
almost guaranteed to get me a job, although 
they were often horrible jobs that only 
people with felonies or something else on 
record would typically chase after. Knowing 
I had to get a job hastily before my car was 
repossessed, I decided to get a job through 
the agency “AtWork.” It was positioned in a 
historic building downtown. They took 
down my name, number, email, and 
information into their system, and offered 
me a position at a meat processing facility. I 
accepted the offer, and they scheduled an 
interview for me. I dressed up in my finest 
clothes, freshened up, and went. After 
finding the building and parking, I entered 
the building and walked up to the front 
counter. The lady told me to wait while she 
grabbed the hiring manager. I awaited his 
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arrival, and sure enough, he greeted me. I 
shook his hand, and he prompted me to 
enter his office. “So, tell me about yourself.” 
I explained that I was fresh out the army 
with an honorable discharge, I told him I 
was looking for a decent job and was ready 
to work and learn whatever they needed me 
to. As I was speaking, a condescending 
smirk spread across his face. His expression 
turned smug, and he began speaking to me 
like a mentally disabled child. “Well, Mr, 
Ruedlinger, we’ll certainly consider you. 
Have a nice day.” Knowing he was telling me 
disrespectfully that I didn’t get the job, I 
angrily stormed out of his office and left. I 
can’t describe in mere words how insulted I 
felt that, as someone who’d served my 
country, I was still being treated like an idiot 
child. The man offered me $9 an hour for a 
job, and turned me down for it knowing I’m 
a veteran with an honorable discharge, 
which means I have a great work ethic. The 
only thing I can think of is that he thought I 
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was lying just going off of my age. He didn’t 
even bother asking for my DD-214 as proof. 
Ironically, the majority of vets today are 
about 19-24ish, because people mostly join 
at 17-18. 
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Chapter 3: 
Cliity Farms 


“Not a single one of these companies care about any of 
their employees. I could die tomorrow and they’d have my 
replacement in a week.” -Ethan Ruedlinger 


I called AtWork, and they didn’t give me a 
reason as to why I wasn’t given the job, but 
they offered me a position at Clifty Farms, a 
company similar to the one that turned me 
down. They offered me $9 an hour and 
hired me on the spot. They had a standard 
safety orientation, and had me get to work. 

Prior to entering the facility’s floor, I had 
to ensure that my phone was in my pocket, 
and just like Dana, I wasn’t allowed to use 
my phone on the floor for a single second or 
I’'d be fired immediately. I had to throw on a 
large, raggedy cloth coat to shield myself 
from the greasy pork meat. I also had to 
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throw on a pair of cloth gloves, covered by 
plastic gloves for ample protection. Lastly, I 
would throw on a hair net. This was my 
daily work attire, I wasn’t permitted to enter 
my work area at all without each one of 
these items. The facility took food safety and 
quality semi-seriously, but as I would later 
find out, the food was far from safe from any 
form of contamination. The gloves I had to 
put on were usually much too small, even 
the extra large gloves were too tight. The 
entire facility was manned by women, save 
for the plant’s main manager, an older man 
most likely in his late 60’s. Since the 
company only paid $9 starting out, and went 
through employment agencies to acquire 
new hires, they often hired ex cons and 
women who were fresh out of rehab. This 
didn’t make for the greatest working 
environment, but most of them were polite. 
Most were devout Christians, proclaiming 
how Christ turned their lives around to 
anyone who would listen. After Cristina left, 
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I began talking to a woman in October of 
2020. She was Christian, churchgoing, 
conservative, against liberalism and 
feminism. She seemed like a great person, 
and a woman any man would want to marry. 
Her name was Paula Savanah Berryman. It 
wasn’t until December 10th, 2020 that we 
were dating, this was after Cristina and I had 
made a resolution to legally divorce since 
she had committed adultery with her 
“childhood best friend.” One weekend, I told 
my parents I was going to spend my 
Saturday at the park, and I drove up to 
Kentucky to see her on December 26th, 
2020. I pulled into a a Circle K gas station 
right outside of town. She pulled up to the 
building two parking spots over in her blue 
HHR and just sat there. I could tell her 
nerves were through the roof. She finally 
exited her car and walked up to mine. I got 
out of my car to greet her. She said: “Let’s 
just get this over with.” and hugged me first 
thing as an ice breaker. We spent the day 
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together in the little town of Versailles, 
went out to eat at a restaurant called “Mi 
Pueblito’s,’” a Mexican restaurant local to the 
area that she lived in Versailles, Kentucky. 
She also would refer to the restaurant as “Mi 
Pub’s.” I ordered three tacos, while Paula 
ordered a chimichanga. According to Paula, 
I “inhaled” my tacos, by the time I’d finished 
them, she had just cut her chimichanga. 

Paula gave me $50 for gas money to get 
back home, since I was short on cash. 

This was a bit before the time Joe Biden 
had caused gas prices to skyrocket. After 
finishing our meal, we sat in the car and 
talked. We learned more about each other, 
and after a few hours of talking, I knew I 
would soon have to head home. It was 
getting late, and I could only use my 
“visiting the park” as a cover for so long. I 
returned home earlier than I’d expected that 
evening, went about my business as usual, 
and went to work the next morning. When I 
first walked out onto the floor of the 
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production facility, I was confused as to 
what I was looking at. I wasn’t familiar with 
any of the facility’s equipment, which made 
the environment appear entirely foreign to 
me. The supervisor brought me to a 
machine and told me to wait in front of it 
while she went back into the office. I stood 
there, absolutely clueless as to what I was 
standing before. The machine was a few feet 
taller than me, with two hydraulic presses 
on either side. The machine was 
disassembled, so the parts were sort of 
scattered around the inside of the machine. 
There were two rubber blocks, one for each 
hydraulic press. When the supervisor came 
back, she had me run back to a cooler across 
the facility and pull a huge cart of hams out 
to the machine. She showed me how to 
assemble the machine. She took two hams 
from the top layer of the cart and placed 
them in an X formation in the plate under 
the hydraulic press. She placed the rubber 
block in between the hams to separate 
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them. She then slapped the button and the 
hydraulic press shaped the hams into round 
slabs of meat. She explained that this 
process prepared the hams for them to be 
sliced and packaged, and I had to ensure 
that the women that were running the 
slicing machines always had hams. In other 
words, I had to keep up with them. I was 
expected to do as many carts as there were 
in the freezer each day. There were typically 
anywhere between 4-7 carts, each cart had 
approximately 1,200lbs of ham. I can’t 
remember how many hams each cart had, 
but if I had to guess, I’d say at least 50-100. I 
had to haul the carts out myself, press each 
and every ham, run each cart to the 
washroom, turn off, disassemble, and 
thoroughly clean my machine, as well as the 
area around my machine and the rest of the 
facility. The facility was huge, and they’d 
rarely give me any help with cleaning. I was 
the hardest working employee, simply 
because I was a man. The only other men in 
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the facility worked in the back, they sawed 
the hocks off of the hams and dragged them 
to the freezer for me to press. The press 
machine’s controls were very similar to the 
rubber mold injection presses at Dana, so it 
didn’t take me long to familiarize myself 
with it’s operation. Each cart of hams was 
layered with trays stacked on top of each 
other, there were 8 trays per cart, and each 
tray was nearly too heavy for me to lift. I 
learned how to use an electric pallet jack, as 
well as a manual. 

The job was grueling from the start. My 
main struggle was entertaining myself while 
performing such a tedious, menial job. I 
would listen to songs I’d memorized in my 
head just to pass the time. I slowly grew 
more and more angry at the amount of work 
I had to do each day compared to everyone 
else. I noticed I was one of the only 
employees that actually worked hard to 
finish their daily tasks. Of course, just as it 
was in the military and at Dana, my work 


331 


ethic was being taken advantage of. When 
employers take advantage of your work 
ethic as they did, it reduces the quality of 
your work and your already absent desire to 
work overtime. Some days when I had fewer 
carts that normal, I would finish early. 
They’d throw me in a variety of different 
areas. One station they’d make me work in 
was where you'd grab meat from a pile and 
weight it, you’d then wrap it in paper and 
set it on a tray. From there, it would be 
processed. I spent countless boring hours 
weighing meat that would constantly emit a 
nauseating smell, press hams, sweep floors, 
assemble and disassemble machines, 
wrestle with carts, clean equipment, 
package hams, slap labels on packaging, and 
ensure each area I was placed in was 
sanitary, all for pay that was far below a 
living wage. I was making nearly half of my 
previous wage of $15 an hour. I wasn’t happy 
there by any means. I would come home to 
my parents and express how hopeless my 
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situation felt. I was a 19 year old ex 
military man, freshly divorced working a 
horribly labor-exploitive dead end job. I 
knew that no matter how hard I worked, if I 
continued to work at Clifty Farms, I would 
never get out of my financial situation, my 
life would never improve, and things would 
continue to worsen. For months, I searched 
desperately for a solution to my problem. I 
felt as though I would die in this meat sweat 
shop I’d found myself in. Inflation hadn’t 
exploded quite yet, Biden really hadn’t 
began destroying the country’s economy, so 
gas was .99¢ for a short time there in the 
little town of Paris, Tennessee. Even with the 
cost of living being much cheaper, I still 
couldn’t dig my way out of my financial 
grave I’d found myself occupying. My 
outlook on life was more grim at this point 
than it had been since I left California. My 
job was mundane and dull. The man that 
was supervisor over the hock cutting room 
was extremely rude. One day, I was in need 
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of an electric pallet jack to help move a 
cart that was always frozen solid. I grabbed 
the attachment that I would affix to the jack 
to pick up the front end of the cart. I found a 
pallet jack that was entirely unattended, I 
even looked around a bit to ensure I wasn’t 
stealing anyone’s jack. As soon as I put my 
hand on the jack to use it for two seconds to 
pull my cart, the male supervisor comes 
rushing over. He chastised me for not asking 
if I could use his pallet jack. I told him I even 
looked around to see if anyone was using it, 
and I would’ve asked if he were nearby. He 
said I was “making up excuses.” I just let it 
go, at this point in my life I realized some 
people can’t handle the position they’re in, 
and they go on power trips. I also began 
noticing who threw their ego in my face, and 
who was humble. The only supervisor that 
was kind to anyone in the facility was my 
supervisor. She was an older lady who had 
children my age. We could identify 
supervisors by their red hair nets. The other 
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two supervisors for the main floor were 
unnecessarily bossy and rude. It was a 
nightmare to work at Clifty on the days that 
my supervisor took off. The work was 
extremely boring. I couldn’t listen to music, 
yet the machinery nearly blew my eardrums 
out all day long. I could almost guarantee 
that any hearing loss I have I’ve incurred at 
Clifty. I began going to a park in the ghetto 
after work called Mordecai Johnson Park. 
The park was slightly larger than Eiffel 
Tower Park, and had a restroom and picnic 
area, two playgrounds, a baseball field and 
dugout, a basketball court, and a creek 
flowing around the rim of the park. The 
creek flowed straight through a large, round 
tunnel. The tunnel ran under a bridge. The 
hill that the tunnel was carved into was 
beautiful in the summer. It was densely 
populated with trees. There was a large 
open field next to the baseball field where 
you could drive your car, or just go for a nice 
walk. I spent many hours down there staring 
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at the water as it trickled through the creek 
and under the bridge. The park was 
beautiful, and provided an incredibly serene 
and relaxing escape from the insanity of 
modern life. Rural Tennessee was such a 
beautiful place to live. I would frequent 
many of the local establishments. I enjoyed 
visiting the local Sonic’s for some ice cold ice 
cream. 

One day, I bought Arby’s roast beef 
sandwiches for me and dad while he was 
outside working on the camper. It was nice 
to see things somewhat returning to normal. 
I would often help dad cut the grass. The 
yard was very small compared to the two 
acres of land we had in Elizabethtown, but it 
was still a decent sized yard, at least close to 
an acre. I found my old Nintendo Wii 
console and discovered that my saved data 
was still in the system. I began playing 
through the original Pokémon Blue each 
night after work. I never quite finished it. 
Some nights, I would sit and watch movies 
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in the living room with mom and dad, just 
like before the army. Life had changed 
drastically since I left. However, it had also 
changed drastically ever since my discharge, 
and since Bakersfield. It seemed to have 
come full circle by this point. 
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Chapter 4: 
Dino Stroll 


“We’re carnies! Let’s enjoy life while we can, Rudy! We're 
traveling the country, and getting paid for it!” -Chance 
Dill 


In April of 2021, I sat in the park 
brainstorming book ideas. I’d had the idea in 
mind to write an autobiography since I’d 
worked at Dana. I loved the idea of it, telling 
my story and getting my thoughts and the 
past out of my head and onto paper. I began 
writing my autobiography at Mordecai 
Johnson Park. I couldn’t come up with a 
name for the book. Considering I felt my life 
collapse around me by the end of the book, I 
named it “Shambles.” I spent a whole 
Saturday at Mordecai Johnson Park writing 
and editing the book. The original cover was 
a background of the woods behind my old 
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apartment in Oak Grove, but I later 
changed it to my army dress blues. I decided 
the first volume of my autobiographical 
series would cover the time I left for the 
army up to the point my wife had left, right 
before I left Bakersfield. I figured this would 
be a good cliffhanger for the next book, 
which would cover my family background 
and childhood. Then this book covers from 
the time I left Bakersfield to the time I began 
working at Walmart, My next book 
chronicles my time working at Walmart. I 
knew it would take over a year to write the 
first book, and even though I put countless 
hours into the manuscript, it still took over a 
year of hard work, from April 2021 to July 
2022. 

Paula decided to visit one day along with 
her sister. We spent the day together at Eiffel 
Tower Park, and she met my parents. My 
mother kept telling me “She’s a decent 
woman, she’s good for you.” 

Paula and I began considering moving in 
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together. I wanted to finally move back to 
Indiana after a few years of being away from 
my beloved state, but she wanted to move to 
Kentucky. We eventually reached an 
agreement that we would live in Kentucky 
until we could afford housing in Indiana. Of 
course, this would involve me quitting my 
job. I simply left without saying a word, I felt 
that even giving them absolutely zero 
warning was more than they deserved 
considering the way they treated me and 
other employees, not to mention how we 
were paid. 

Paula found a decent apartment in 
Kentucky. It was a duplex with two 
bedrooms and a basement. It had no 
garbage disposal, the basement was 
unfinished, and there were holes in the walls 
of the basement. The entire house was 
covered in carpet, and was dirty. For $800 a 
month, we figured we couldn’t beat that. My 
parents helped me pack my belongings into 
a UHAUL, and we drove to the apartment. I 
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spent the afternoon moving my things in. 
Paula had already moved her belongings in 
before I’d arrived. 

The house was more spacious than my 
apartment in Oak Grove. It had brown 
carpet that I would vacuum daily. I 
scrubbed, swept, dusted, and cleaned every 
spot in the house until it was perfect. From 
then on, I cleaned a bare minimum of once 
per day. 

Life in Versailles was interesting. Woodford 
County was known for the Woodford 
Reserve Distillery. Paula was working at 
Daisy Hill Senior Living Center, a small “old 
folks home” right outside of downtown 
Versailles. She’d been working there since 
July 19th, 2019. Prior to that, she worked at a 
chain restaurant called “Cook Out,” and 
before Cook Out, she worked as a private 
sitter, caring for the elderly in their homes. I 
would often drop Paula off at work. Since 
she worked night shift, I tried staying awake 
during the day and sleeping at night. This 
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typically wouldn’t work, however, and I 
would fall asleep closer to the evening. 

While living in Versailles, I searched far 
and wide for jobs. Paula had assured me that 
there was an abundance of job opportunities 
awaiting me there. In reality, I searched for 
nearly a month to no avail. I spent most of 
my days cleaning up the house, doing 
dishes, and job searching. 

Paula told me recently that one of the first 
nights we spent together, I was jerking and 
twitching in my sleep. I yelled “YES 
SARN’T!” in my sleep. I then jolted awake 
with a loud gasp. She knew I was in the 
military, but it still caught her off guard. 

Paula would often joke about the 
basement. She would tell me her “friends” 
were down there, and act as though there 
were ghosts or demons in our basement that 
she was familiar with. She did this to 
terrorize me, and because she kept up with 
the act, for a time I began wondering wether 
she’d actually conjured some other worldly 
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beings. One night, I was waiting for Paula 
to return from working her night shift at 
Daisy Hill, when she texted me and told me 
she’d be late coming home. I was in our 
bedroom trying all night to sleep without 
allowing my paranoia to get to me. 
Something about the house spiked my 
nerves. Not even five minutes later, the door 
handle rattled, and the door swung open. 
Thinking it was an intruder of some sort, I 
pulled my Henry Repeater off my gun rack 
and ran out to the living room. It was Paula, 
she’d lied to me as a joke. I warned her that 
she’d have to be more cautious in the future. 

Around this time, a friend of mine I’d met 
in the army, who’s last name was Dill, had a 
job opportunity for us. In the army, we 
called each other by our last names, so he 
knew me as “Rudy” and I knew him as 
“Dill.” Dill and I had met in 2-44 ADA 101st 
BDE on Fort Campbell around the time I’d 
first arrived. We hung out together quite a 
lot, especially at the battalion when there 
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wasn’t much to do. We spent a day on gate 
guard duty at the M249 range one day. He 
was known as the “Biggest Sh*t bag Of 2-44.” 
Him and his fiancé were friends with me and 
my ex wife. I hadn’t spoken much to him 
since earlier in 2021 when he told me he was 
going to be a dad, and his fiancé was 
pregnant. One day, while I was looking up 
jobs in Versailles, Kentucky online, Dill 
contacted me regarding a job opportunity. 
He was working for a company called “Dino 
Stroll,” currently known as “Dino And 
Dragon Stroll.” He explained to me that his 
job in the company was to assemble life-size 
animatronic dinosaurs for a traveling event. 
The event would rent out different venues in 
different parts of the country each week and 
spend a few days putting up their set, 
usually for two days of public events. The 
pay was good, and our travel, food, and 
lodging would be included in our pay. They 
would provide us with on the job training. 

The job sounded too good to be true. I 


344 


talked with Paula about taking the job. She 
was supporting both of us on $12 an hour 
working at Daisy Hill, and no one would hire 
me once again despite my honorable 
discharge because of the foolish pandemic 
panicking and government shutdowns. We 
both agreed to take the job. From what I 
remember, Dill explained that we could take 
our car and they would reimburse us for 
gas. 

After accepting the job, we packed our 
suitcases and began heading for Michigan, 
departing from Versailles, KY on our little 
adventure. We didn’t have an exact location, 
we didn’t even know what city we were 
headed to. We drove up through Indiana 
and passed by the exits that lead to 
Columbus, which is near Elizabethtown, and 
North Vernon, two of my childhood 
hometowns. On our way to Michigan, Dill 
shot us a text telling us to head to Battle 
Creek. In Battle Creek, we began panicking, 
wondering where we were supposed to 
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show up. Dill shot us another text 
apologizing and telling us to head to a hotel 
in Grand Rapids instead. He told us he 
would meet us there. As we pulled up to the 
hotel, we realized just how ghetto the area 
was. When we finally decided to enter, we 
walked into the lobby. The front desk clerk 
was immediately rude to us. I tried 
explaining that we were there with Dino 
Stroll as employees with our rooms paid for 
by the company, but she interrupted before 
I could get a word out and asked for my ID. 
She took one look at it and smugly told me I 
was too young to rent a hotel room. I was 
deeply insulted. Annoyed, I called Dill. He 
got in contact with the business’s owner, and 
Dill ensured that I was to be given a room 
regardless of my age. The front desk clerk 
was clearly angry that we’d refused to be 
denied a roof over our heads, and insisted 
that the only reason we were getting a room 
was because we were with Dino Stroll. She 
also kept insisting that because they were 
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making an exception to their “age policy,” 
that we “keep it down” and “are not allowed 
to have any parties.” I’m not sure what sort 
of detestable dredges of society they’ve 
rented rooms to in the past, but I’ve had the 
energy of a 70 year old from the time I was 
12. I’ve certainly never indulged in parties 
and stupidity. 

When we’d carried our luggage up to our 
room, it was very clean, modern, and had 
every amenity you could want. We settled 
in. The view from the top floor of the hotel 
was incredible. We were right in the heart of 
Grand Rapids, Michigan. We went down to 
the lobby to say hi to Dill and his fiancé Jae. 
This was the first time Paula had ever met 
Dill. We went up to our rooms for the night 
shortly after. 

Paula and I went to the hotel’s hot tub to 
relax. Dill and his fiancé came down to relax 
and chat with us for a bit. They explained 
that the man who ran the company was 
(Redacted For Privacy Concerns)., an 
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aggressive ex army drill sergeant who had 
a tendency to be abusive toward his 
employees. They explained that the job 
involved a decent amount of strenuous 
manual labor. They explained that we would 
make about $1,200 per week. I wasn’t liking 
the sound of it, and deep down I knew I 
wouldn’t be sticking with this company very 
long. I mentioned my bad luck I’d had with 
my two previous jobs, the horrendously 
incompetent management and insanely 
unrealistic expectations for their entry level 
new hires. However, Dill and Jae both 
assured me that this job would be easy. 
Despite their reassurance, something in the 
pit of my stomach told me I hadn’t a clue 
what I’d gotten myself into. 

We went back upstairs. Dill texted us, 
telling us to be downstairs by the company 
van at 7am. We were leaving by 7:30am. 

The next morning as we came down to the 
lobby, we grabbed coffee and got into the 
van. We were driven through the streets of 
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Grand Rapids to the venue that Dino Stroll 
had rented out for the week in Michigan. 
Our event day was June 10th of 2021. Once 
we’d arrived, we entered the building. The 
venue was huge, and the main floor 
appeared similar to a gym that would be 
used for basketball games. There were 
bleachers and basketball hoops on either 
side of the gigantic room. The building also 
consisted of a break room and two 
restrooms behind the bleachers, as well as 
another large, empty room that was suitable 
for placing animatronic dinosaurs in. We 
talked to a “higher-up” in the company, who 
guided us for the start of our job. 

I began my work by hauling some heavy 
dinosaur-related objects around the building 
and placing them in their proper locations in 
preparation for when the event would open 
to the public. Dill had me follow him to a 
back room, where a man was operating a 
forklift, hauling freight out of one of the 
semi trailers. He introduced himself as 
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“Black Pat.” I slowly began to realize I 
wasn’t used to the strenuous manual labor I 
would be performing daily. Since I was 
essentially clueless as to how the event setup 
process worked, and this was my first day on 
the job, I took directions from Pat and Dill, 
moving things off of the truck and into the 
venue. We moved huge steel pipes that 
constituted the “skeleton” of the 
animatronic behemoths to the main floor. 
We also moved a plaster-board that was 
painted to look like a dinosaur dig site, along 
with a little kiddie stage with an animatronic 
dinosaur band, each animatronic had their 
own foam instruments. The “music” they 
played would emanate from a speaker, 
giving young event attendees the impression 
that the Dino band was playing a song. We 
also had to four-man- carry a life-size plaster 
Triceratops skull. After pushing ourselves all 
day to set up the event, the owner of the 
company appeared to greet us. His name 
was (Redacted). He had a northern “city” 
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accent, I could tell he’d never spent much 
time in a rural area, so I could already tell I 
wouldn’t relate to this man at all. He gave an 
introductory speech and laid down some 
rules. Many of them were over the top, and 
the one that stood out to me in particular 
was his rule about trash cans. He 
aggressively demanded that no one throw 
anything in a trash can that doesn’t have a 
bag in it. He expressed his concern about 
respecting the venue’s property, and 
ensuring we clean up after ourselves. I was 
no animal, I’d had an ample amount of 
discipline instilled in me from the army 
regarding cleanliness, especially on the job, 
so I could understand why it would be 
irritating for people to disregard common 
decency and throw trash into a can with no 
bag, but he took it too far. 

The next day, while I was busy helping the 
men pull the animatronic dinosaurs from 
the trucks outside and haul them into the 
venue, (the company owner) called for a 
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team meeting. We all walked in and 
gathered around him. He was back behind 
the stage next to the trash can. He 
immediately began screaming like a baboon 
about the trash can. Someone had thrown 
their food to the bottom of the can without 
putting a trash bag in first. After screaming 
at the top of his lungs like some ex drill 
sergeant with PTSD, he picked up the trash 
can and threw it at someone who had 
nothing to do with the situation, and hit him 
pretty hard. The guy quit the next day and 
walked out on the company owner. While 
this was a wake up call for him, he still 
continued to be belligerent and abusive 
toward his staff. 

While at Grand Rapids, Paula and I 
decided to explore the city a bit. We went 
with Dill and his fiancé around town to visit 
some of the local shops. We visited a little 
underground shop where I bought a root 
beer and Paula bought a sprite. We saw an 
old homeless man begging for food, and 
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Paula and Dill both gave him some cash. 
We walked across a large bridge that 
overlooked a huge river. The sights were 
breathtaking. It made me wonder for just a 
moment if perhaps this job could be worth 
the abuse. 

The company owner continued with his 
blatant abuse throughout our first work 
week. 

The work was hard and physically 
exhausting, and never let up for a second 
from our arrival in the early morning to our 
late night departure back to our hotel. Each 
night my body felt as though I’d jumped 
from a 10 story building, and each morning I 
was sore and aching, sometimes struggling 
to get out of bed. As the company owner’s 
abuse persisted, it became increasingly 
apparent that he would soon begin to fire 
anyone he deemed unworthy of working as 
his contract slave. I say this because he had 
no real set work schedule for us. We were to 
work Tuesdays, Fridays, Saturdays, and 
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Sundays from a certain time in the early 
morning, usually around 8am, until late into 
the night, usually until about 12-lam, but 
sometimes beyond 3 or 4am. I was surprised 
he’d found anyone willing to work for him 
like that, but I also know now that his 
company is very shady, his events area 
cash-grab scheme, and he wasn’t honest and 
upfront at all regarding work hours, pay, 
schedule, accommodations, etc. Considering 
we would make about $600 per week, we 
worked no less than 16 hour days, so 64 
hour weeks, plus the one day per week we’d 
work to take down and pack up the show, 
which was an extra 5 hours into the night, 
we worked 69 hours per week. Because of 
this, we made approximately $8.70 an hour. 
Aside from lunch, we still had to pay for our 
own food, and we were still making monthly 
rent payments for our apartment back 
home. When it comes down to it, we were 
grossly underpaid for our labor, especially 
since we weren’t allowed to stop working for 
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a second or we’d be met with yelling and 
cussing. Dill repeatedly defended the slave 
labor job, stating that traveling across the 
country was worth the toiling. I wasn’t so 
convinced. 

Paula and I were eventually given our 
uniform, a Dino Stroll hat and vest. We had 
to buy Kakis to fit with the uniform. 

During the week, Paula and I went to Lake 
Michigan, and we swam there. We bought a 
mason jar and took some beach rocks and 
shells as a little souvenir of the 3rd or 4th 
time I’ve swam in the Great Lakes. 

The main tasks I was given throughout the 
week were hauling things around, carrying 
things, using crates of army nets and plastic 
foliage to decorate, setting up and wiring 
lights and speakers, setting up dinosaur 
information panels, and helping set up the 
animatronic dinosaurs. We took the military 
nets and plastic foliage and placed them 
around the animatronics to give them a 
more realistic appearance, although it didn’t 
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help much considering how low budget 
the show appeared to be. The animatronics 
themselves were the most realistic thing 
about Dino Stroll, especially the 
Spinosaurus. To set the animatronics up, we 
brought in their stands. Each dinosaur had a 
set of metal pipes that would be affixed to 
the stand. Then, we would take the 
dinosaur’s foamy skin and pull it over the 
pipes. The “skin” conformed to the shape of 
the pipes, and was the part of the 
animatronic that actually looked like a 
dinosaur. We would then take glue and 
brush it across the seams of the “skin.” After 
applying it, we pulled the skin together and 
stapled it by hand with large staples. The 
glue had a horrible smell that permeated the 
air throughout the venue each time we used 
it. There were multiple dinosaurs, the 
largest of which was the T Rex. It was about 
12 feet tall and over 40 feet long. We set up 
multiple rides. Plastic kiddie ATV’s, coin 
operated Velociraptor rides, bouncy houses, 
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etc. The event also had a concession stand, 
where guests could purchase a wide variety 
of grossly overpriced children’s toys and 
candy. Their plastic lightsabers were 
purchased from a wholesale supplier for one 
cent, and sold for $25. Their Haribo 
dinosaur gummies were purchased for $1 
and sold for $5. The moment I saw these 
price tags on the cheap Chinese garbage and 
their original cost, I realized this whole 
event was a cash grab that preyed on 
parents of young children. 

The company promised a lot of things, 
including a stipend for food in addition to 
our regular income. We only realized this 
was an empty promise later into the week 
after arriving in Grand Rapids. When we’d 
first arrived, we barely had any cash on 
hand and used most of it to get to Michigan, 
so we had to figure out how we were going 
to eat. After a while of having no food while 
awaiting a paycheck, with no other choice, 
we caved in and used our credit card to get 
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some cheap food. 

Once we’d finished setting up the event for 
our first week, we were ready to open for 
business. Everyone was assigned a role 
seemingly at random. Some of the staff were 
assigned to the front entrance to scan 
tickets. Some were operating the rides, some 
were taking tickets for the bouncy houses, 
some were walking around in animatronic 
dinosaur suits. Since I was 6’ and not 5’9, I 
was lucky enough to have surpassed the 
height limit on the suits. Instead, I spent my 
first week in a Dino Stroll safari outfit and 
my hand up the rear end of a baby 
triceratops hand puppet. I’d wrapped a 
blanket around the bottom end of the 
triceratops to create the illusion that it was a 
real baby dinosaur. The idea was to 
entertain children, of course. On the day 
they opened, I stood in a corner outside of 
the main floor of the venue and put on a 
puppet show for little kids all day. The 


358 


noises that emanated from the dinosaur 
speakers was deafening, and it continued 
throughout the day. There was music and 
children screaming all throughout the venue 
to accompany the obnoxious roaring. My 
social anxiety heightened with the amount 
of people circulating throughout the event. I 
was the wrong guy to be entertaining kids, 
I’ve never really been good with kids at all. I 
did the best I could to at least make the kid’s 
trip worthwhile and enjoyable. Every second 
felt like hours, I hated trying to look happy 
and peppy for people. My outward 
appearance is typically gloomy, it takes a 
tremendous amount of energy for me to 
appear happy for even a short time. You 
could imagine how difficult it was for me to 
maintain this joyful facade for several hours 
while children were petting a piece of 
rubber covering my arm. I wasn’t able to get 
my lunch until much later in the day, since 
no one wanted to switch me out for a few 
minutes, and I really couldn’t leave my spot 
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to find anyone. I wasn’t really concerned 
with that anyhow, I just wanted to get the 
day over with. When the event was over, the 
company owner apologized for my skipping 
lunch. This was surprising considering he’d 
been an aggressive prick the entire time I’d 
been around him thus far. I didn’t think he 
was capable of any other emotions besides 
rage and seething hatred. I still wasn’t 
convinced. 

The first night we’d packed up an event 
was right there in Grand Rapids. The women 
would always leave early on a typical work 
day, leaving the men to pick up their slack, 
especially since most of them did absolutely 
nothing. By about 8-9pm, Paula was gone. 
We’d spent the day disassembling the 
animatronics and sets, and hauling 
everything back into the trucks. It takes tens 
of men several hours of hard labor to pack 
up the event. Since the women were given 
dumb tasks like counting the merchandise 
and ungluing the dinosaurs, they weren’t of 
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any help. The company owner kept 
women from doing any manual labor too, 
his wife had a miscarriage after straining 
herself or something along those lines, so 
now he was paranoid about women doing 
any sort of physical work. That left us men 
in our ridiculous position of doing nearly 
everything. For hours, we toiled with 
packing up the heaviest pieces of the event. I 
came expecting to be worked like a dog, but 
I never imagined they’d expect us to work 
these extremely long and laborious hours 
for such a low wage. When it was finally all 
said and done, the company owner told us 
we did ok, and to head back to the hotel in 
the vans. We were transported to and from 
the venue each day in vans that held about 
10 people apiece. As soon as I got back to 
the hotel I went up, took a shower, and 
collapsed. Paula was already snoring, she’d 
most likely been sleeping for hours before 
I’'d even returned. 

The next morning, we hopped in our car 
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bright and early, ready to head to Green 
Bay, Wisconsin. Our event day was June 24th 
of 2021. Since we were in the lower 
peninsula of Michigan, we had to take a 
drive around Lake Michigan and through 
Chicago to get there. At first, we drove an 
hour in the wrong direction because we’d 
chosen the wrong address on Google Maps. 
When we went to correct it, we saw the 
option to travel by ferry across Lake 
Michigan. This was what the majority of the 
Dino Stroll vans were doing, but I chose to 
take the long way around Lake Michigan. 
Once we'd crossed the border of Michigan 
into Illinois, we realized we’d later have to 
navigate through the city of Chicago to cross 
over to Wisconsin. I’ve heard of the horrors 
of Chicago being a ghetto, crime-ridden city, 
but on that day I witnessed it first hand. The 
city was bustling with traffic, but most of the 
vehicles were worn down, many of them 
had clearly been in multiple wrecks. The air 
itself burned our lungs, so much so that 
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we’d been in coughing fits for two days 
after passing through the city. 

Upon arriving, the hotel appeared raggedy 
and run down. I wasn’t going to complain so 
long as the rooms were clean, but Paula 
checked our mattress and found bed bugs. 
We went to Dill’s room to tell him, and his 
flancé was already (understandably) angry 
about the hotel’s living conditions and 
decided to call the company. They booked 
us in a new hotel, so we grabbed our things 
and took off for a Holiday Inn. The hotel was 
beautiful and clean. Once we’d settled in 
there, we rested for the remainder of our 
time off until we had to get back to work. On 
one of our days off, we visited MAC’s 
Macaroni And Cheese Shop of Green Bay. 
Paula had been begging me to visit since 
we’d first passed it on our way to the hotel, 
she loves macaroni. We ordered macaroni 
that came in a pan with toast. We also swam 
in the freezing cold pool. We would 
eventually come back to the restaurant one 
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last time, and I ordered a spinach 
macaroni pan. It was one of the best 
macaroni dinners I’d ever had. When we’d 
first entered the Green Bay venue, we were 
astonished at the sheer magnitude of the 
building. The enormous arena that was 
designated for our show was only a fraction 
of the total facility. The building was lined 
with glass windows, and curious onlookers 
gathered in large numbers to watch us work. 
It got to the point that security guards were 
positioned in several locations around the 
venue. Setting up the event that week was as 
long and arduous as the previous, we 
labored countless hours to ensure the show 
would be a success. It seemed no matter 
how hard we all worked, the company 
owner was the most ungrateful, and as a 
consequence, the most undeserving boss I’d 
ever had the displeasure of working under. 
He would scream at everyone to work 
harder and stop being lazy when we were 
already giving it our all. Paula made a good 
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point as well, he definitely wasn’t strong 
enough to do half the things we were doing 
on a daily basis. He just sat back and 
screamed periodically throughout the day. 
He was too “high and mighty” to stoop 
down to the level of his staff and work, so to 
speak. Things would only continue to get 
worse. The company owner had fired one of 
the brand new staff because he didn’t show 
up on time. He told him to take a Greyhound 
home. Though many had given up their 
homes and uprooted their lives to take this 
job, the company owner had no decency 
toward anyone he fired. Many were left on 
the streets with little to no money after 
being fired. 

As the event was approaching opening day, 
we were all being given our assigned roles 
for this particular show. Paula was given the 
position of front end staff. She would sell 
and scan tickets and the front entrance of 
the venue. I was given the task of running 
one of the bouncy houses, taking tickets for 
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the bouncy house and timing the children, 
telling them to leave once their allotted time 
had passed. I’d often allow children to play 
for much longer than their allotted time so 
long as no other children were waiting. 
Besides, it certainly wasn’t hurting the 
company in any way. I’d also allow parents 
to give their children one extra ride if they’d 
ran out of tickets and were about to exit the 
venue anyway. I made sure none of the 
other event staff witnessed me doing this, 
although I now wonder if they might’ve 
ratted me out. There were many scandals 
occurring throughout the company between 
the staff and even the company owner 
himself. I won’t talk much about them here, 
although I was oblivious to much of it since I 
mostly kept to myself. Paula was the one to 
find out about many of the immoral 
practices among the staff. Much of the staff 
were druggies as well, and were most likely 
hired on by Dino Stroll because of druggies’ 
overall compliant nature. To work with the 
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company owner, you have to have a very 
passive and compliant nature, as not to fight 
back when his abuse is too much to bear. 
Paula and I were the only sober and sane- 
minded employees. One of the individuals 
I’d worked with there was a man who’d been 
a hitman for the Mexican mafia. We shared 
some stories about some of the things we 
both encountered. 

When the time had come to begin packing 
the event back into the trucks, Dill came to 
me with some unexpected news. There was 
a chance that I could be fired. The higher 
ups, i.e. the company owner and his two 
“trusted employees,” were running through 
a list of employees they deemed 
expendable, and my name was mentioned. I 
could've potentially been fired. 

I exerted the maximum amount of effort 
my body would allow that night as I had the 
previous week’s takedown day, working well 
up into the night. I hauled around dinosaur 
parts that I could’ve sworn were much 
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heavier than the 300lb tents and covers we 
used to lug into the connexes in the army. It 
seemed my entire body would give out 
sooner each day as the week went on. 
Without a proper break in between the 
excessive manual labor, my body didn’t have 
enough time to rest from over exertion. 

When all was said and done, we hada 
moment to rest in the semi trailer bays. I 
had my legs hanging out over the edge of 
one of the bays when Dill came up to me. 
“So, Rudy...Good news! You’re not fired! One 
of the higher ups took up for you in front of 
the company owner.” I’d been worried all 
night that I might be heading home on a 
Greyhound bus in the morning. When Dill 
broke the news, It felt as though a weight 
had been lifted from my shoulders. 
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“Every time we’d pass through Indiana, Ethan had the 
biggest smile I'd ever seen on his face, especially when we 
passed through his hometown. He’s been trying to move 
back here for years.” -Paula Ruedlinger 


The very next morning, we awoke bright 
and early to take our car back to Tennessee. 
We were given the 4th of July week off. We 
drove to our apartment in Versailles, 
Kentucky. We rented a 26 foot Uhaul with air 
brakes, and moved everything out of our 
apartment, and into a climate controlled 
Uhaul storage unit, since the rent was over 
$800 per month, and we were trying to save 
some money and get ahead for once. When 
we moved out, our grass was mowed, and 
we spent a good amount of time fixing up 
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and cleaning the house, even though it was 
disgusting when we'd first moved in. We 
hadn’t taken pictures of the house when 
we’d moved in or when we moved out, 
which later proved to be a mistake. We 
dropped the keys to the apartment off at the 
management office across town in the 
middle of the night. The office was in a small 
house in the ghetto, and I was unarmed, 
since I only had the Henry Repeater I’d 
bought in the army, and I couldn’t really lug 
that around in public, so we quickly 
dropped the keys off and drove back. 

Our storage unit was a huge, air 
conditioned (climate controlled) building. It 
was scorching hot outside, so the cool air 
was a relief when hauling things inside. Our 
unit was in the middle of the building and to 
the left. At first, I thought our unit wouldn’t 
be large enough for everything we owned, 
but we managed to play a game of Tetris 
with our belongings so they’d fit. 

Once we'd put everything in the storage 
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unit, we drove out to mom and dad’s 
house in Paris, Tennessee. 

When July 4th rolled around, we decided 
to head into downtown Paris to watch the 
fireworks show. By the time they’d finally 
started firing off, something in my head 
snapped. Every time one went off, my head 
felt fuzzy and I became paranoid. I felt as 
though something were stalking me to kill 
me. We decided to skip 2021’s fireworks 
celebration. 

My parents sold their house in Paris, 
Tennessee. The whole reason they’d even 
moved there in the first place was to be 
closer to me while I was stationed at Fort 
Campbell, even though I’d urged them to 
keep our home in Elizabethtown, Indiana. 
Now, since I was discharged and had been 
bouncing around the country over the past 
few years, they felt that they no longer 
needed to live in a house on land. While we 
were home for the 4th of July, we helped 
them pack up their belongings and move to 
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a little apartment in Brownsburg, Indiana. 
The apartment was situated right outside of 
town in an elderly neighborhood. The 
housing was specifically designed and meant 
for individuals over the age of 55. We spent 
hours moving everything they owned piece 
by piece, until they began unpacking and 
making their apartment feel like home, It 
was nice to finally be back in Indiana, 
although my home base was still far from my 
home town in southern Indiana. I’d been 
trying to make it back to southern Indiana 
since I enlisted in the army. It was constantly 
in the back of my mind as a goal for years, 
and I finally had the opportunity to, at the 
very least, be back in my home state. I 
hadn’t had much contact with my family 
outside of my parents since I moved away 
either, so I figured they’d be at least 
somewhat elated. 

At first, I didn’t really think the apartment 
was nice, but once my mother cleaned and 
set up her furniture and belongings, it began 
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to grow on me. I was impressed by how 
well the space came together. It truly was as 
nice and spacious as their old house in 
Tennessee, and they didn’t have to maintain 
a yard next to the woods. 

My cousin Jason was kind enough to let us 
store my car in his shed. He lived on the 
property that had once been a part of my 
grandpa’s campground. My parents used to 
live there and help him run it, but the 
campground is lost to history after grandpa 
sold it off to a church. 

When the time came for us to leave once 
more and return to work, “Black Pat” drove 
to our apartment in his car to take us to 
Minneapolis. I hugged my parents goodbye, 
and Paula and I entered the car. 
Immediately, I noticed the man and woman 
in the two front seats were both tattooed up 
and seemed to have been from the ghetto. 
Pat introduced the man as his son, and the 
woman was his son’s girlfriend. They argued 
most of the way to the hotel in Minneapolis. 
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The man was violently vomiting into a 
bucket repeatedly throughout the journey, 
and claimed he had a stomach bug. Paula 
told me he had the symptoms of withdrawal 
from heavy drug use. I put my headphones 
in my ears and blasted music in an attempt 
to drown out the chaos. I was 
uncomfortably crammed into the very back 
of the car for the several hour long car ride. 
We stopped a few times to grab some food 
and stretch our legs. I was so doped up on 
Dramamine (an over the counter medicine 
that significantly reduces nausea from 
motion sickness) that I was struggling to 
walk, or even remember where I was. Paula 
was practically guiding me through the gas 
station as I used the restroom and grabbed a 
couple snacks. I didn’t have the non drowsy 
Dramamine, but of course, between the 
constant vomiting and the loud music, I 
couldn’t sleep off the drowsiness, but it 
dulled my mind enough to get through one 
of the longest and most disgusting road trips 
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of my life. Paula and I both agreed we’d 
never take another trip stuffed in the back 
floorboards of someone else’s car, no matter 
the consequences. 

Once we'd arrived in Minneapolis, I felt as 
though I wanted to throw myself out of the 
car and kiss the ground. I was sick to my 
stomach from the nauseating sounds I’d 
been forced to put up with all night long. I 
was happy to finally take a nice, warm 
shower in our comfy hotel room and get 
some rest. 

In July 2021, the George Floyd incident was 
still fresh in everyone’s minds, especially in 
the city of Minneapolis, Minnesota. A man 
with a long and violent criminal history 
named George Floyd had overdosed on 
fentanyl to the point of death, he had been 
caught trying to pass a phony $20 
counterfeit bill outside a convenience store 
in Minneapolis. The Minneapolis police 
tackled him, and officer Derek Chauvin 
pushed his knee into Floyd’s neck. Of 
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course, I feel no sympathy for him 
considering he beat a pregnant woman and 
committed a series of horrible crimes, but 
I’m also glad that the cops were prosecuted 
for the manner in which they’d attempted to 
detain Floyd. Clearly both parties were very 
much in the wrong, but this didn’t stop 
“Black Lives Matter” activists from burning 
down the entire city in a violent “peaceful 
protest” (as the media referred to it as) 
campaign in worship of George Floyd. 

This is an excerpt from an article by The 

New York Post: 

“The head of the Minneapolis police union says 
George Floyd’s ‘violent criminal history’ needs to 
be remembered and that the protests over his 
death are the work of a ‘terrorist 

movement.’ ‘What is not being told is the violent 
criminal history of George Floyd. The media will 
not air this,’ police union president Bob Kroll told 
his members in a letter posted Monday on Twitter. 
Floyd had landed five years behind bars in 2009 
for an assault and robbery two years earlier and 
before that, had been convicted of charges 
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ranging from theft with a firearm to drugs, the 
Daily Mail reported.“ 


According to Wikipedia, the damage 
caused by the BLM riots following the death 
of George Floyd was “As reported by June 19, 
2020: $500 million, 1,500 property 
locations 164 structure fires from arson.” 
Many black- owned homes and businesses 
were also burned to the ground, and more 
blacks were killed in riots across the country 
by “Black Lives Matter” activists than were 
killed by police that year. There was even a 
small BLM riot in Bakersfield while I was at 
the park enjoying an ice cream back in mid 
2020. They were all chanting “Black Live 
Matter!” and “I can’t breathe!” “I can’t 
breathe” we’re reportedly the last words 
uttered by George Floyd. 

Needless to say, the entire country was 
divided as to whether or not George Floyd 
should be worshipped like a God, or 
remembered as the criminal he was. Nancy 
Pelosi, a Democrat House Speaker from 
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California, gifted the brother of George 
Floyd with a folded American Flag, violating 
not only the sanctity of the flag, but of 
military tradition. Even in instances when 
flags are given to honor civilians, it has never 
been disrespected by being given to a known 
criminal who died overdosing on drugs. As a 
veteran of the Global War On Terrorism, this 
gesture disgusted and angered me. I’ve had 
friends commit suicide or die while serving 
their country and come home under that 
flag, that man did nothing to be honored in 
any way. I expressed my outrage at this very 
openly. 

On our first day back to work, we hopped 
into the company vans and proceeded to the 
Minneapolis show venue. Our event day was 
July 10th of 2021. Paula and I were in two 
separate vans this time, and the driver of her 
van stopped by a George Floyd memorial. 
He urged all of his passengers to get out and 
bow to and kneel at the memorial to “show 
respect”. Paula refused in a much-less-than- 
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polite manner. In our household, we bow 
only to Christ. When Paula told me about 
this later that day, I told her they’d better be 
glad I wasn’t there. 

We spent the day setting up the bare bones 
of the show. We made a significant amount 
of progress, laboring hard to work around 
the strange shape of the venue under the 
company owner’s leadership. He proposed 
some interesting ideas concerning the 
placement of some of the smaller dinosaurs 
in a large hallway-like room. We set up a 
rounded walkway in that back room, lined 
on either side by the fake foliage made of 
desert camouflage army nets and fake ferns, 
meant to guide the guests through the show. 
This venue had a small variety of concession 
vendors, much like the other two. These 
concession vendors would sell anything 
from water, pizza, and coffee to Dippin’ Dots 
ice cream. Throughout the week, we stapled 
and glued the dinosaurs together, removed 
the piles of artificial foliage from their crates 
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and set them up around the dinosaurs to 
camouflage their steel bases, dragged the 
heavy decor to their desired locations, 
plugged in each electronic component to the 
dinosaurs and decorations, wire tied ticket 
signs to the bike racks that lined the rides, 
inflated the bouncy houses, counted, sorted, 
and set up the souvenirs and tickets in their 
stands, and more. In the middle of the work 
day, I was taken outside by the company 
owner along with another staff member to 
haul things out of the scorching hot trailers. 
We were talking about how tyrannical and 
insane the company owner was as we 
worked, discussing how much better off we 
would be if we were fired. With sweat 
pouring down my face and burning my eyes, 
we began hauling bike racks out of one of 
the trailers, just as Black Pat told me to. The 
company owner ran up screaming at both of 
us, Claiming he told us not to move any bike 
racks. He threatened to fire us both, 
screaming that we’re a couple of retards. As 
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he walked away, I grabbed a few of the 
bike racks and threw them out of the trailer 
and broke one of them. I walked off to 
scream my lungs out at him in pure rage, but 
he’d vanished around the corner. I’d rarely 
ever been mad enough at a boss to 
physically harm them, but if he continued to 
stand there I would’ve tarnished my 
squeaky clean criminal record. I learned 
later that he told everyone present in a 
meeting that we weren’t to touch the bike 
racks, but he must’ve been too dim witted to 
realize we weren’t even there, we were 
outside slaving away for his show in the 
burning hot trailers, as he himself had 
instructed us. 

Paul and I continued struggling to save any 
money despite giving up our apartment. We 
had to buy our own food, water, paying off 
old bills, and new clothes too often to save. 
Working with those large dinosaurs and 
sharp, heavy objects tore up our clothes 
frequently, and we were required to buy 
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new ones to continue looking sharp. The 
company owner continued firing many of 
his new hires. He’d often fire new employees 
he didn’t like before he even gave them a 
chance to “prove themselves” or show their 
work ethic to any capacity. Many of the new 
hires had given up their old lives for the 
company, they gave up their homes and jobs 
in pursuit of an opportunity they believed 
would bring them closer to their financial 
and career goals. However, the company 
owner would fire anyone who got close to 
being promoted or defying his egotistical 
authority, which is, I believe, how he kept 
his oldest employees, which were also his 
buddies, in positions of power while 
swapping out his employees frequently to 
keep them fresh and oblivious to his abuse. 

The rest of the Minneapolis event went 
semi-well. There was, of course, a concern 
that the uproar caused by George Floyd’s 
death could somehow reignite in or near the 
show. The venue had their own security 
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personnel that were tasked with patrolling 
the interior of the building, so we weren’t 
too worried. I was in charge of taking tickets 
for the raptor ride and inserting little 
novelty coins into the machine to activate 
the ride, along with the other staff member 
who’d worked with me in the trailers. The 
ride was a more upscale version of those 
coin operated kiddy rides you typically find 
in malls. We ensured each kid had their 
helmet strapped on, took their tickets, 
strapped them in with the seat belt built into 
the ride, and threw the coin in. We’d then 
take their helmets and sanitize them with 
Clorox wipes after each use. This was still 
during the COVID-19 Scamdemic, so many 
parents were paranoid. I had a few parents 
voice their concern that the only thing we 
were doing to sanitize the helmets after each 
use was wipe them down with disinfecting 
wipes. I wanted to ask what else they 
thought we could possibly do besides dip 
them in acid, and if they wanted to avoid 
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getting sick they could just stay home not 
not throw their money at a soulless cash- 
grab event, but I bit my tongue and just told 
them it was our sanitation protocol. We 
spent several hours running the rides, 
dealing with hundreds of parents, some 
ignorant and obnoxious, some kind and 
thankful. Paula was in charge of running the 
front entrance, scanning tickets, viewing 
DD-214’s and CAC (Common Access Card) 
Cards (yes, “Common Access Card Card” is 
redundant, but it’s the standard name used 
in the army for our military ID cards) for 
veteran and military discounts, and selling 
new tickets for cash. She handed the cash off 
to the company’s accountant, and it was 
monitored to ensure she didn’t steal. 
Obviously we would never, but the 
safeguard was still there for accountability. 
Paula continued to gain a reputation with 
the company owner and the older staff 
members for her proficiency in handling 
money and ticket sales. She was taught by 
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the woman who'd previously been in 
charge of the duty, but she sought to teach 
Paula enough to hand her job off to her in 
pursuit of another opportunity. I was stuck 
working the much less desired event 
functions, and my hard manual labor 
remained grossly under-appreciated. 

For two days, the other event staff member 
and I ran the raptor ride, attempting to 
appease the obnoxiously selfish parents and 
spoiled, mean-spirited children. Oddly 
enough, every pair of humble, kind parents 
always had the most well-behaved children. 
I definitely noticed a troubling pattern in 
parenting habits that, for me, illuminated 
the main reason behind the majority of 
troubled children. The worse the parents 
behaved, the worse the children behaved, 
and vice versa. 

As the time rolled around to pack up the 
event once more, the company owner 
jumped right back into his abusive 
screaming rants about trivial issues while we 
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did his dirty work, packing up the 
dinosaur cash grab one 100\b+ piece at a 
time. Even his brother threatened to fire us 
all with the small amount of administrative 
authority the company owner had signed 
over to him, calling us lazy morons. I could 
care less. I wanted to scream at them both to 
just fire me already. If my job was 
threatened 24/7 no matter how hard I 
worked and toiled to ensure this event’s 
success, then why should I even care? Why 
should I want to stay with any company that 
manipulative and abusive? I learned from 
Dill that the company owner was a former 
army drill sergeant. We were running a fake, 
grossly overpriced dinosaur show for kids, 
not an army battalion, or even a platoon! It 
was a children’s show! Dill and I had both 
come from the military as well, we 
understood how hard it is to transition back 
to civilian life, but it’s quite easy to keep 
your military discipline and mindset to 


386 


yourself and not impose it on employees of 
the company you’re running. I did my time 
with that screaming and demoralizing, I 
certainly didn’t need more of it here. 

As we finished packing everything back 
into the trailers, I couldn’t stop thinking 
about going home. Every second felt like an 
eternity. Time dragged on well into the 
night, it was at least 3am before they even 
considered allowing us to return to our hotel 
rooms. As soon as I got back to the room, I 
groggily took a quick shower and collapsed 
into sleep. The next morning, we packed 
into the back of the van and set out for our 
next location; Collinsville, Illinois. Our event 
day was July 17th of 2021. As we were 
checked into the Doubletree hotel, we were 
given fresh baked cookies by the staff as a 
courtesy. The hotel was beautiful on the 
inside, and our room was cozy and 
comfortable. I became ill around the time 
we arrived, possibly contracting a virus that 
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was spreading throughout the company. 
The company owner, the tyrannical con 
artist and business owner, surprisingly 
allowed me to take a day off to recover when 
the illness weakened me. I felt pathetic 
having to rest up in the hotel, but I drank a 
metric ton of vitamin C to tackle the illness 
before it could really take hold in my 
system. I spent the day watching the original 
Adam’s Family movies while Paula went to 
work as usual. 

The venue was right across the street from 
our hotel, and because it was within walking 
distance, it made the company owner 
decide that ordering us to arrive at work 
earlier and work more unpaid overtime 
would be of no inconvenience to him. The 
venue wasn’t as large as the one in 
Minneapolis, but it was enormous, 
nonetheless. As per usual for the event, we 
spent the week setting up the dinosaurs, 
plastering on their skin and gluing and 
stapling it together, setting up the foliage 
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and speakers, etc. 

I was once again ordered to run the kiddie 
rides, this time running the little plastic 
electric four wheeler (ATV’s) vehicles that 
were shaped like velociraptors. I once again 
had to thoroughly disinfect each helmet and 
hand them to each child. I also took parent’s 
tickets for the ride, but allowed many of 
them to go more than once if I knew it 
wouldn’t hold up the line for the ride. There 
were multiple complaints from parents, 
many of which I understood and agreed 
with, but also many I thought were 
ridiculous and insane. Many parents 
complained about one of the workers who 
was directing the children within the ride I 
was overseeing, and of course, the 
complaints were made directly to me. They 
were furious that he was yelling at three and 
four year olds for not obeying him. That, I 
understood. But the complaints that made 
my brain leak out of my ear were mostly 
about COVID-19. I knew from the beginning 
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of the pandemic that it was a power grab 
perpetrated by the government, I knew not 
to take the vaccine, and I didn’t care about 
wearing a mask because it’s common sense 
that a cloth mask doesn’t prevent 
transmission of viruses. Of course, if the 
government offers anyone incentives for 
injecting an experimental compound into 
their arm, their best bet is to run for the 
hills. Many parents were not only concerned 
that we weren’t wearing masks, but that I 
was only disinfecting our equipment with 
Lysol wipes that were 99.99% effective 
against bacteria and viruses, and even if 
COVID-19 was more dangerous than the flu, I 
would still find it hard to even voice such a 
minuscule concern. However, I’m 
understanding of how easy it is to fall victim 
to government propaganda, so I was cordial 
regardless and addressed their concerns to 
the best of my ability. Besides, you can’t lead 
anyone to the truth by being aggressive and 
dogmatic. Many parents would take photos 
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with me in them. In a conversation I had 
with my parents over the phone, they 
questioned how many thousands of vacation 
photos I’d been in, joking that I would be 
famous. 

As our two event days rolled by, I felt 
increasingly exhausted and began to realize 
that I most likely wouldn’t be able to keep 
my job at Dino Stroll for very long. I was, as 
I’ve stated before, overworked and grossly 
underpaid for the copious amount of hours 
we labored in the job. I had quite rarely 
experienced this level of both physical and 
mental exhaustion outside of the military, 
and I knew this wouldn’t help my ability to 
pack up the event on Sunday at all. 

Dill’s fiancé was fired from the company 
because she was pregnant, and the owner of 
the company didn’t want her working, 
considering her a liability. Dill continued to 
work to support his fiancé, and even allowed 
her to visit. The company told Dill she 
wasn’t allowed to return to any of their 
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hotels or venues, but it’s very much wrong 
to keep a man’s pregnant fiancé away from 
him, and even more wrong if a man would 
comply with such an order, so he allowed 
her to continue visiting in secret. 

Once Sunday came around, everyone was 
packing up in preparation for moving on to 
the next venue. The company owner was on 
his usual antics of screaming like a dying 
howler monkey, and we were all physically 
sick of putting up with it. Paula and I agreed 
that we’d get out of this situation as soon as 
possible, which meant we needed a bit of 
money saved first, so we’d probably have to 
endure a few more weeks of the abuse. The 
women left at around 9pm, and we 
continued laboring nonstop to pack up the 
remaining equipment well into the night. By 
3am, we were all beyond depleted of any 
semblance of energy we could possibly 
muster. When it was finally time to head 
back to the hotel, I wanted nothing more 
than to plop myself into my hotel bed and 
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sleep. 

The next morning, we gathered our 
belongings and boarded the company van, 
bound for Oklahoma City, Oklahoma. Our 
event day was July 24th of 2021. While 
traveling in the van, I compiled some videos 
and photos of our time with Dino Stroll into 
a video and played “Starting Over” by Chris 
Stapleton in the background. Paula loved it, 
and I mentioned that it seemed like we were 
starting our lives over again. Oklahoma City 
was beautiful. Once Paula and I had arrived 
there, we took to exploring the heart of the 
town. We took an Uber to “Toby Keith’s I 
Love This Bar And Grill,” a bar and grill 
established by Toby Keith in the heart of 
Oklahoma City. We walked around the 
beautiful structures surrounding man made 
river and made our way to the large Bass Pro 
Shop. We were immediately ambushed upon 
walking through the doors and offered a 
Bass Pro credit card. Realizing I could get 
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reward points I could put toward Bass Pro 
purchases such as a boat or fishing gear, I 
eagerly applied and was instantly accepted. I 
was given two knives and two Bass Pro Club 
hats. We spent several hours in the store. It 
was the first time Paula had ever set foot in a 
Bass Pro, and she enjoyed it much more 
than she expected. She was mesmerized by 
the gigantic fish tank in the center of the 
store. Once we’d made our way around the 
entire shop, we paid for what we had and 
left. We Ubered back to the hotel and 
relaxed for the remainder of our break. 

The next morning, we took the company 
van to the venue and familiarized ourselves 
with the layout. We began hauling 
everything inside and setting up as usual. I 
started talking to a new hire, it was his first 
day and he was brand new to the company. I 
found out he was a 24 year old army combat 
vet who was on VA disability, but wanted to 
continue working to earn a living on top of 
his VA income. We swapped army stories for 
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hours and hung out. Paula and I would 
hang out with Dill as well, and he would 
sneak his fiancé in. About two days into the 
event, Paula and I were returning to the 
hotel from shopping at Walmart when we 
saw Dill on a bench outside, with tears in his 
eyes. He said: “Congratulations, you did 
better than me.” When I asked him what was 
wrong, he handed me a letter. It was a 
notice that he was fired, and had 24 hours to 
vacate his hotel room and head home. I was 
furious. Dill told me he really had nothing to 
fall back on, no where to go, and gave his all 
to the photography area of the company. He 
familiarized himself with the technology and 
trained with the man in charge of the 
company’s photography, and was among the 
best. I couldn’t believe it. They’d fired nearly 
everyone I’d known before I was hired on, 
and I’d also outlasted most of the staff that 
was there prior to my employment with the 
company. I later visited Dill in his room to 
chat about his situation. I gave him some 
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money for a plane ticket to get home, and 
just like that, Paula and I were working for a 
company that had screwed over every 
employee we knew. I found out later that 
they’d fired Dill because he was allowing his 
pregnant fiancé to spend time with him, 
claiming that there was a loophole in their 
company’s insurance policy, and she would 
be considered a liability, which is an absurd 
reason to fire anyone. They were just 
looking for ways to fire their older 
employees and replace them with fresh 
ones, a hypothesis Paula and I both agreed is 
most plausible. After all of this took place, I 
was certain I was next on the company’s hit 
list. 

I was doing a series of odd jobs preparing 
the floor for the event, one of the jobs was 
painting the foliage containers green. Oddly 
enough, I was tasked with the job during the 
event, my assignment wasn’t to run the rides 
or operate any of the dinosaur puppets, and 
as I mentioned previously I was much too 
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tall for the dinosaur suits. Instead, I was 
given a paint brush and sent to work. The 
foliage containers were comprised of plain 
sheets of wood. By painting them green, it 
would not only lay the splinters down, but 
would coat the containers and increase their 
durability. We set up the job in the scorching 
Oklahoma sun, laying down newspapers to 
keep paint off the venue’s concrete. The 
combat vet and I were both personally 
commissioned by the owner of the company 
to paint the containers. Sweat was pouring 
off of me for hours, and my paint brush 
would stick to the container as the paint 
evaporated nearly instantaneously from the 
immense heat. Paula brought me some 
Dippin’ Dots ice cream from one of the 
venue’s food vendors to help cool off during 
a 5 minute break. At one point, my chest 
was aching. The pain began to feel sharp, so 
just out of curiosity I checked my pulse, and 
it was racing. I walked over to the shade and 
waited for my heart to calm down before 
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getting back to work. One of the managing 
staff brought me a bottle of water. I was 
covered in paint, my shirt and my brand 
new pants I’d bought at a pretty hefty price 
that week were ruined. They promised 
they’d replace them since the job was 
outside of our typical duties, but of course 
they failed to deliver on that promise, as 
they had countless times before. I was 
eventually able to wash all of the paint off of 
my skin and my wristwatch later that night. 
The deep southern heat was unbearable, it 
was much more humid than the California 
desert but more potent than the 100% 
humidity heat of Georgia. I was ecstatic 
when I could finally leave the fiery hell of 
the OKC sun and return to the cool A/ C of 
the venue. 

When the event days were over, we were 
back to packing everything up and heading 
to the next venue. Rumors were once again 
circulating that I might be fired, the owner 
of Dino Stroll kept attacking my work and 
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claiming I was one of his laziest workers, 
which was absolutely not true according to 
nearly everyone else in the company. Many 
members of the staff praised my work ethic. 
Regardless, my measly minimum wage job 
was under attack by a selfish millionaire 
who thought he could do better. 

Once we returned to the hotel, I passed 
out from exhaustion from working as an 
event staff member of Dino Stroll for the last 
time. 
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Chapter 6: 
Kicked To The Curb 


“If they fire you, I’m quitting! I’m not taking their offer for 
front end management!” -Paula Ruedlimger 


The next morning, we got up, brought our 
suitcases to the van, and took off for 
Nashville, Tennessee. Just the mere mention 
of Nashville brings back memories of 
exploring the Country Music Hall Of Fame, 
the Johnny Cash Museum, and when I was 
still in the military, I drove my squad leader 
in our full dress blues through downtown 
Nashville to participate in the veteran’s day 
parade. Our first day in the Nashville venue, 
after working nearly an entire day setting up 
the large animatronic dinosaurs, I saw Paula 
crying while talking to one of the higher ups. 
I figured I was probably getting fired. I asked 
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her, but she told me she’d talk about it 
later. I began asking around, and I was 
informed by a member of the staff that was 
friends with Dill that I was selected to be 
fired. They hadn’t officially fired me yet, but 
at this point, I was very angry and unwilling 
to actually work. Why would I work if I’m 
not getting paid? They’d confirmed that it 
was guaranteed I was being fired. I then 
realized immediately that they would use 
me for the tougher portion of the set up 
process, then leave me in the dirt riding a 
Greyhound back to Indiana. I later told 
Paula I wasn’t doing another thing for the 
company. I was lazy from then on, doing as 
much work as the women, which was next 
to nothing. I only did anything when I was 
screamed at. One of the higher ups kept 
making sideways remarks about me not 
putting in effort. I just laughed in his face. 
They’d left many of my friends homeless 
and without a dime to their name, and now 
that they were attempting to do the same to 
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me, I was furious. I had no respect for 
scum like them. They offered to promote 
Paula, but of course, she said they could 
stick the promotion since they were firing 
me. For the last day I was there, I continued 
to do nothing. I refused to work for a 
company that was trying to juice me for as 
much work as they could before they fired 
me and refused to pay me for said work. 
While slacking off to spite the predatory 
company, I noticed the plaques that were 
meant to describe the dinosaurs were poorly 
written. Many words were misspelled, which 
I suppose is expected for a product from 
China. The plaque I first examined read (as 
copied from a picture of the plaque): 

“Giganotosaurus belongs to the 
carnivorous theropod dragon infraorder 
carcharodontosauridae, dragon monster 
exists the mid Cretaceous (100 million years 
ago to 92 million years ago, Norman Sen 
order) Argentina, a big and long narrow 
mouth long in a very sharp but thin 
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teeth. It is a terrible bite and bite and 
speed as soon as sharp thin knife teeth, 
it walk with two short legs According to 
fossil specimens show that the 
Giganotosaurus maximum individual 14.3 
meters long, 4 meters high at the hip, total 
height 4.2 meters, weighing 10.52 tons, the 
skull length 175 cm. The existing MUCPV-CHI1 
specimens housed at the Argentina Museum 
in Neuquen city Carmen Faye Ness.” 

I put the portion that made me burst out 
laughing in bold. When Paula mentioned it, 
the owner of the company screamed at a 
couple of the higher ups telling them to get 
rid of it, stating it “Makes us look like f****** 
idiots!” 

We all went up to the break room to grab 
dinner before we left. I was certain I would 
be fired then and there, but I slowly realized 
I wasn’t going to be. We went back to the 
hotel, and Paula and I began packing our 
things, preparing to take a plane home if we 
could find the money to do so. 
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One of the higher ups had texted Paula 
confirming I was to be fired. They took their 
sweet time with it. We became frustrated 
with the time they were wasting, until we 
got a phone call from the same higher up in 
the company telling us to head down to the 
hotel lobby for a meeting. They sat us down 
and told me that they’d decided in a meeting 
to fire me. Paula immediately said she was 
quitting. They allowed us to keep our hotel 
room for another night as long as we signed 
a legal agreement stating we’d be gone in the 
morning. They thanked me for my time 
working for the company, my service in the 
army, and they also thanked me for being so 
calm and not getting angry or violent over 
being fired like many others had. I told them 
if it wasn’t them firing me and it was the 
owner of the company he’d be in the 
hospital. I carefully read their paper and 
signed it. I learned my lesson about not 
reading legal documents before signing back 
in August of 2018, when the man that 
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oversaw signing my enlistment contract 
screamed at me and practically forced me to 
sign it without reading it. 

Paula and I went over our plan as to how 
we were getting home, and where we were 
going. My parents had already agreed to take 
us both in until we got back on our feet in a 
conversation we’d had over the phone the 
previous night. Once Paula saw the price of a 
Greyhound bus ticket, she decided it was 
best to go with that much cheaper option 
rather than flying, which was at least $400 
more. We scheduled our bus for the next 
day. 

The very next morning, we pulled our 
suitcases downstairs and caught an Uber to 
the bus station. The old man who was our 
driver happened to be from the same area in 
Kentucky Paula is from, and they had a chat 
about the area. When we arrived at the bus 
station, I immediately regretted my decision 
to take a city bus. There were sketchy 
characters surrounding the outside of the 
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building. Homeless people and drug 
addicts were abundant, and I was unarmed. 
I did have a large pocket knife, and kept it 
handy. As we entered the building, we saw a 
security guard draw his sidearm and pistol 
whip a crackhead. We were confused about 
the takeoff time and gates. Paula asked the 
security guard, and he rudely screamed at 
her, telling her to wait. We then asked an 
older man and his father who were sitting 
near us, and they politely explained to us 
how the Bus works. When Paula and I then 
went to the crackhead facility’s restrooms, 
we saw maggots in the toilets and sprawled 
across the floor, as well as needle marks in 
the toilet paper. Needless to say, we didn’t 
use the restrooms. 

Our bus was delayed multiple times, and 
when we finally boarded the bus, it was 
crowded with druggies and criminals from 
all walks of life, or perhaps many similar 
walks of life. ’'ve been around druggies and 
criminals before, but not without security of 
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some sort. 

The entire ride to a bus station in Kentucky 
was very uncomfortable. By the time we 
arrived, they’d canceled our connecting bus 
ride. The driver quit that day, right in the 
middle of refueling. We were likely to be 
stuck there for the remainder of the day, and 
possibly sleep there. They kept promising 
they’d have another driver in 10 minutes, 
about every hour or so. They forced us to 
pull our luggage out of the bus. I called my 
parents and asked if they could pick us up 
and take us the rest of the way back to 
Indiana, which they’d agreed to. We waited 
for almost 12 hours, and during that time not 
a single finger was lifted to do anything 
about the situation. People were screaming 
and complaining, I was just wanting to beat 
the woman behind the counter until she 
gave me my money back. Unfortunately, she 
was long gone even shortly after our arrival, 
and no staff were in sight. We waited until 
my parents picked us up from that crack 
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infested station. When we told my parents 
about our first experience with a greyhound 
bus, they were astounded. The last time 
they’d ridden a greyhound was in the 1960’s, 
and the bus stations were clean and 
beautiful at that time. Of course, in 2021, 
things were much different, and the quality 
of life for millions of Americans was rapidly 
deteriorating, somewhat due to their own 
incompetence. 

When we’d arrived home it was July 31st of 
2021, my parents mentioned that there were 
many jobs available in the area, considering 
Brownsburg is full of warehouses and 
factories. I once again began my search for a 
decent job, applying to grocery stores, 
hardware stores, factories, hotel lobbies, 
security firms, etc. I was, of course, 
predictably turned down for all of them 
including every security job, despite my 
honorable discharge, security clearance, 
and background in military technology. I’m 
living proof that there never was a “labor 
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shortage.” 

Later in August 2021, found a warehouse 
called “HomeGoods.” When I applied there, 
they were eager to hire me. They were 
paying better than I’d ever been paid, but 
they shortened the amount of hours you 
could work to four 12 hour shifts per week, 
effectively paying a few dollars an hour 
lower in reality for the same amount of 
work. 

I went in one night for a drug test and an 
introduction to the company. I was 
supposed to receive a discount card for their 
stores, but of course, never did, as I quit the 
job early on. At the introduction, I met a 
man named “William,” who I would later 
work with at Walmart, as my next book 
chronicles. 

After a death-by-PowerPoint introduction, 
I was brought out onto the warehouse floor. 
Unfortunately, I’d been assigned the 
shipping area, and was placed on 4th shift, 
which was their late night shift. I would be 
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coming in after dinner in the evenings and 
leaving in the early morning, soon after 
sunrise. I was to pull boxes from a line and 
stack them into the trucks as neatly as 
possible and log how much I stacked. I could 
keep a record easily, the issue for me was 
stacking the boxes. The job was extremely 
boring and tedious, and because of the 
forklifts, I wasn’t allowed to listen to music 
or I’d face being fired. Like every other job 
I’d had, it was considered a safety hazard to 
not be able to hear any incoming forklifts. So 
I would work in the hot trucks stacking 
boxes while sweating and listening to the 
same 70’s-90’s rock music playing on their 
intercom. They must’ve recycled the same 
few songs indefinitely, and after enough 
time it began to drive me insane. Every night 
I worked in those trucks I wanted to give up. 
I hated the job with a passion. I was never 
good at stacking boxes, and I certainly 
wasn’t in this job. None of my supervisors 
bothered to train me either, they shoved me 
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in the trucks and left me to figure my job 
out alone. Most of the boxes were many 
different shapes and sizes which, just as a 
few of my coworkers said, made the job 
similar to playing real life Tetris. The 
supervisors were demanding that we begin 
hitting stacking goals of 150 per night, I was 
consistently hitting 60 or less with almost no 
changes. I felt defeated before I even walked 
through the door each night. 

Paula applied to HomeGoods a while after 
I started in shipping. She had a video 
interview with one of the HR 
representatives, and they worked with her 
to schedule her orientation. They even sent 
her an email to confirm her spot on their 
schedule. When the time rolled around, I 
dropped her off at her orientation, she 
called me not long after telling me they’d 
forgotten to schedule her orientation. When 
I picked her up, she said the lady behind the 
service counter told her she wasn’t in the 
system for that day’s orientation. “But I 
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filled everything out for it.” Paula told her. 
“Well, you’re not in the system.” and even 
though Paula could produce her 
confirmation email, they made her 
reschedule. She refilled out paperwork she’d 
already filed, and ensured she was on the 
orientation schedule. 

When Paula went in for her drug test and 
orientation, a lady beside her tested positive 
for Methamphetamine and cocaine. The 
staff administering the tests told the lady not 
to worry about it, and that they weren’t 
testing for that anyways. This was 
concerning considering the amount of 
potentially dangerous machinery that was 
operated within the facility on a daily basis. 

When Paula was moved to her “death by 
PowerPoint” portion of her orientation, 
there were Spanish speakers among the 
“class.” When the Union representatives 
entered the room, they spoke in broken 
English, as they had in my orientation. 
There were a few Spanish speakers having 
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trouble, and since Paula can speak Spanish 
fluently, she decided to help them. Because 
of this, the woman overseeing the 
orientation gave Paula her papers in 
Spanish, assuming she was Mexican. Paula 
just filled them out in Spanish, but shocked 
everyone when she spoke in perfect 
American, despite the fact that she’s a full 
blood white American from the 
Appalachians of Kentucky. She was also told 
to help the Creole speakers in the group, 
despite not knowing the language at all. 

On her first day, Paula was placed in MPK, 
which is essentially the area of the 
warehouse where workers conduct a quality 
check on the company’s goods. Paula would 
take an item and inspect it, apply a price tag 
to the item, and set the item in a container 
to be sent to the store. Of course, it would be 
boxed up and thrown into a container that I 
would have to use a pallet jack to haul up to 
the trailers. Paula and I continued applying 
at several local businesses, and we’d often 
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never hear back from them. I spent many 
nights in that warehouse praying to God that 
I could get out of there and find a less 
demoralizing job. 

A security company reached out to me in 
August of 2021 asking if I’d like to join their 
team. I mentioned it to Paula and she liked 
the idea. I figured it could be a way out of 
this warehouse job I was drowning in. I 
scheduled an interview, and went to their 
headquarters outside of Avon. The man 
shook my hand and sat me down. He asked 
me a Series of questions about my job 
history and seemed to love the fact that I 
was a military vet. He gave me the job as 
part time unarmed security since I didn’t 
have my own firearm. He said they would 
pay me a decent wage once I had a pistol 
and could go armed. I agreed to the 
proposal, shook his hand and thanked him 
for his time, and left. I later worked as the 
sole security for the Indianapolis Water 
Lantern Festival. It was a very peaceful 
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event, especially considering they stopped 
the music to allow the crowd to “meditate” 
in the middle of the event. The entire thing 
was cringy, but I brought some money for 
the food trucks, and I bought Paula a 
souvenir shirt. 

As September rolled around, Paula and I 
had applied to Walmart. I had applied to 
Walmart back when we lived in Versailles, 
Kentucky through a government veteran job 
program, but they disbanded the program 
right as I got in, so Walmart had me in their 
system as a prior employee. Walmart got 
back to us to schedule an interview and an 
orientation. When we arrived for the 
interview, they questioned why I’d 
previously quit Walmart. My information 
showed up in their system as starting in June 
of 2021, and quitting shortly thereafter. I 
explained how the now-dismantled 
government veterans program screwed me 
out of a job, so they simply treated me like 
the rest of the new hires. Orientation was 
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death by dry erase board, along with a few 
training videos. For our onboarding process 
into Walmart, we had to watch multiple 
videos, one of which simulated a mass 
shooting event. The video was very pathetic 
and unrealistic for a shooting scenario, and 
it made me question how many Walmart 
employees had died due to the horrible 
advice given. 

When orientation was over, we were given 
3rd shift as night stockers, which was the 
shift in charge of ensuring the entire store 
was stocked and zoned properly. It became 
increasingly apparent early on into the job 
that we were the shift keeping the store 
running. 

Paula and I eventually moved out of my 
parent’s apartment once more and moved 
into a ghetto apartment community in 
Speedway. The entire time we lived there, 
we had our eyes set on increasing our credit 
score to get a house. I’d been working on my 
credit since the army, when I’d been 
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accepted for a Post Exchange credit card. 
I’'d seriously wanted to own my own home 
since I was 16 and about to enlist in the 
army, so this wasn’t a goal I was going to give 
up on easily. Paula and I agreed that we’d 
work hard at Walmart until our employment 
history was built up. This job was a bit easier 
than many I’d had, and I put just as much 
work into it as any other, but as soon as the 
“new” wore off so to speak, our new 
managers were just as abusive as they’d 
been in any other job I’d had. I wasn’t sure 
how long I could stick this job out. In about 
January of 2022, I decided to start writing a 
4th volume of my autobiography to record 
some of the abuse that was occurring. 
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Author's Note 


Thank you all very much for sticking with 
me throughout this series! I can’t thank you 
enough! It’s been a pleasure to write my 
autobiography, as writing is my favorite 
pastime. It has helped me tremendously to 
get my past onto paper and tell my story, 
and so many people have appreciated my 
work. Thank you, there’ll be more to come 
soon with the release of the full 4 volume 
collection! 
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Ethan Ruedlinger 
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This book is dedicated to my natural mother, Jami Lynn Ruedlinger. 
After struggling with her past for many years, she ultimately 
succumbed to her demons and passed on the day of January 10th, 


2011. 
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OZ/NO/ZO77. 


[#’g been quite an eventful day for the start of thig journal. [’ve 
been gathering my old medical records from the army to 
gubmit to the VA for a digability compensation claim. I've algo 
been gathering written gtatemente from my former fellow 
goldierg corroborating my phygical and mental afflictions. f | 
gather enough evidence of my Army-related ailmente, | should 
be granted much needed monthly compensation by the VA. 
Living paycheck to paycheck ig not for the faint of heart, nor 
for the weak. 
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O27 2Z022 


Today, me and Paula spent the whole morning cleaning up our 
apartment and preparing for an ingpection of our unit that wil 
supposedly be conducted by the complex’s mortgage 
company. | received my radiology report and have discovered 
that | have a hip impingement. The cartilage in my hip joint ig 
grinding down due to a deformity of the bone. ['ll eventually be 
unable to walk entirely. Thig ig good news to me, ag the army 
made my condition worsen, meaning the VA will virtually have 
to give me a high digability rating, and may lead to my 
retirement altogether in my 20's. | gure hope go. Paula wants 
to get married July 23rd, and it'll have to be in Vergailleg, 
Kentucky since her family ign’t willing to drive up to Indiana. 
We're currently saving money for the wedding. 
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O27 22022 


A lot hag happened following my previous entry. Earlier thig 
week, | wag down stacking a pallet in the frozen gection of 
Walmart when the coworker on duty with me decided to be 
rude. As | wag tossing a piece of cardboard that wag uged to 
separate gectiong of the pallet aside to prepare for finighing 
up, she rudely stepped in front of me and picked up the 
cardboard, placing it in her cart. She then began to scream 
about how ghe has to pick up after me. My anger (which | 
often gtruggle to control) nearly got the better of me, and 
realizing thig fact, | walked away and spoke with Paula while 
she was paying for a goda at the self check out counter. She 
guggested | talk to one of our managers and ask that he no 
longer places me on duty with thig rude and aggressive 
coworker. The manager, Charles (Not Hig Real Name), 
decided to confront my coworker, which resulted in her 
immaturely cussing me out and leaving, and me finighing 
etocking the frozen gection for the rest of the night. The next 
night | wag placed in frozen once again. A different co- 
worker, Joe (Not Hig Real Name), mugt’ve heard what had 
happened through Charles, because he started lecturing me on 
why [ shouldn't have confronted her, citing the fact that 
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we're understaffed at Walmart and are struggling to find 
aggociates willing to work ag night shift stockerg, which ig our 
most difficult and strenuous position. He then went on to hail 
himgelf ag the hardest worker in the gtore, and tell me | take 
advantage of hig hard work and | should grow up. Just a 
digclaimer: The amount of childigh and immature drama ’ve 
had to endure during my time at Walmart ig ridiculoug and 
excruciating. Paula gaid it best: “We work with a bunch of 
gossiping high gchoolers.” 

| haven't geen thig co-worker since she went off on her 
tirade. ['ve had many insufferable co-workers, but thig one 
wag just bizarrely aggressive for little to no reagon. Good 
riddance. 

My hip pain ig worgening. My mother gcheduled a doctor's 
appointment for me on Thurgday since ghe had to schedule 
one for dad. He has shingles and hig hand is paralyzed, he'll 
have to go to physical therapy to restore the use of hig right 
hand. 
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O27 26/2072 


On Thurgday, Paula and | went with mom and dad to buy a 
wedding drege. Me and dad waited in the car for at least two 
hours, coming in periodically to gee if they were still alive. | 
algo visited the Local 440 Union Clinic that day and 
confirmed that my hip ig indeed impinged and may need 
gurgery in the future. | algo confirmed that | have pretty bad 
PTSD from the army, and | had to up my depression 
medication from 2.5mil to Smil. Pve algo started walking on a 
cane | bought at CVS. | don't use it except outside of work 
though, | still want to appear able to work go Walmart 
doegn’t fire me. They've already shamelegely fired people 
illegally, knowing they don’t have the money to fight the legal 
battle. "ve gathered my paperwork and plan on buying a 
decent printer to print off the VA buddy statements that are 
delivered to me electronically. ('m struggling through work. | 
gtarted ag a stocker here at Walmart on September Sth, 
2021. It’s been nearly 6 months, and the night shift hasn't 
gotten any easier. [t’¢ mogtly due to the workerg not minding 
their own business, they would rather treat people like 
stepping stones to a leadership position that they'll never 
attain. | ligten to horror stories on my phone while 'm working 
each night, it’s the only way to keep from wanting to chop 
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your fingers off to rid of your boredom. One of our 
gupervigorg, Charles, hag been overworking me and Paula, 
and we're grossly underpaid. We were recently called into the 
office because our our Coach, Annie, hired her daughter's 
boyfriend. Thie “new guy” kept throwing sideways remarke 
my way all night. [ uged the restroom during my lunch break 
and promptly returned to the frozen isle. Suddenly, | hear 
“Ethan and Paula, please come to the Ad Office!” over the 
gtore’g speaker. In the office, Annie and Charles told ug we 
cant uge the restroom after breaks anymore. | suspected it 
wag the rude co worker exacting revenge, but | recently 
digcovered it wag the new guy. He admitted it when we were 
digcugging our break and he told me to “Let him know when 
(‘Il be going to lunch go he doesn’t have to get people to hunt 
me down.” Rather than fight thig kid out of anger, | went 
gtraight to Charles. Paula and | spoke our mindg about the 
situation, and Charles seemed to understand, albeit probably 
upset or somewhat angry with our confrontation. 

From my point of view, 've been married and divorced. I’ve 
gerved in the military, my mental and physical health ig 
deteriorating. I’m 20 years old. I've been on my own gerving 
my country, then working gince | wag 16. My life hagn't been 
eagy, and I’ve lived it better than most. | don’t demand 
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reverence. | just want bagic human respect and decency as a 
man. But thig proves to be too much for nearly anyone. 
Perhaps it’s only the trashy corporation | work for and the 
unfortunate mismanagement, but dealing with working here 
hag put a bigger toll on my mental and physical health, and as 
of now | feel my only way out ig through claiming VA 
Digability to retire. 
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09/05/2027 


Daula bought a brand new [Phone 13 Pro Max. We went to 
Kentucky to vigit her family over our weekend and stayed in a 
Holiday Inn in Versailles. My hip hag been killing me. Pain has 
been shooting through my back. | used a cane for most of the 
weekend, but Today ig Charles and Annie’s day at work, and 
they have me in the Frozen section down stacking and 
stocking very heavy items and moving pallets by mygelt. 
Pallets are meant to be two man carry, but unfortunately | 
ugually get stuck moving them alone. [t’¢ our Monday today 
and l’m already worn down. 
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03/07/2022 


Today ig Monday, which ig technically our Wednegday 
because of our weird schedule. | worked hard in frozen all 
night long and lm currently sitting in the break room. Me and 
Paula have both been deathly sick for the pagt two days. 
Walmart wouldn’t let me go home today nor yesterday, go | 
warned them | wouldn’t be able to keep up ag well ag | 
normally would until 'm well. They've algo digcontinued 
overtime until further notice. According to our team lead 
Mark, it’s because our higher supervigors are uging the 
money we'd normally get for overtime to give themgelves 
bonuges. Their bonugeg are geveral thougand dollarg, ug 
associates who actually work aren't given any extra money. 
Our paycheckg are thinning up now, our workload ig 
increaging heavily, and our migtreatment by our management 
ig worgening. Our team lead Charles ig only here our firgt two 
days of work each week, and he gives ug the heaviest 
workload each time. He always places me in frozen with 
associates who haven't a clue what they're doing and expects 
me to do most of their work. He algo gives me multiple igleg 
to zone each day, usually including the entire frozen gection. 
Mark ig our team lead the other three days of the week, and 
he takes it eagier on 
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me because of my hip impingement. He tries not to place me 
in frozen any more than once per week. | have an upcoming 
doctor’s appointment on the [Oth for my hip and l’m nervous 
about it. Not looking forward to potentially being told | need 
hip surgery of any kind. 
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03/03/2027 


Since I’ve been deathly ill, me and Paula have decided to 
reschedule our appointments. They placed me in dairy today, 
one of the most physically gtrenuous areas. Ive been coughing 
up a storm around multiple other workerg while trying to keep 
it under control with cough drops. There’s nothing | can do to 
keep them from getting gick ag well. ('m exhausted, and 
wanting to go home for the weekend. It’¢ 4am, we have 3 
more hourg before we can go home. Then | have to get 
through tomorrow's work. ['ve been eating cough drops trying 
to keep from coughing my throat out. My hip hag been 
shooting pain through my leg, and | can’t uge my cane at 
work unfortunately. {'m just looking forward to getting home 
go [ can rest before we have to make one final pugh toward 
the weekend. 
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03/09/2022 


[+ ig currently [10am on Wednesday, March 9th, 2022. It’s 
our last day of work before our weekend, thank God! But 
Mark placed me in pets with Straton, who Seems to have a 
vendetta against every one of hig coworkers. I’m not gure if | 
explained thig previously, but we used to have a gupervigor 
named Cole. Straton had a buddy named Joel who worked 
here until recently, and they sucked up to Cole, giving them 
gpecial privileges and earning them the hate of their 
coworkers. When Cole wag accuged of haraggment, he 
resigned trom our shift. Shortly thereafter, Joel quit. So now 
Straton, without hig little buddy to avoid work with, rarely 
gpeake a word to anyone. It’s hard to work with anyone who 
hag an attitude, and he acts like he’s on hig permanent period. 
[ finighed three palletg, two large pallets of dog food bags 
[Slb-5O0lb that were taller than me, and one pallet of 2Olb+ 
cat litter. At the rate he’s going, he'll have completed nearly 2 
pallete by the end of the night. ('m letting him catch up. Last 
time someone was placed in pets with him, he only stocked 
one out of five pallets of pet supplies. We figured he was 
probably trying to get fired on purpose. Or maybe he glows 
hig work down in an attempt to put the workload on hig 
coworker when he doesn’t like who he’s working with. 
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lg now 3:42 am. | finighed with pets, but Straton decided 
to wheel my three pallets to the back room as if he completed 
them. Paula and | talked to Mark and he placed us in Auto 
and Hardware together. We've completed a pallet of oil and 
oil filtere and a pallet of wiper blades, auto cleaning supplies, 
etc. So we've already completed two pallets without really 
even trying. Considering the fact that I'm gick with gome gort 
of head cold, 5 pallets by 3 am ig great progrese! It’s 
unfortunate that the only reward we receive for faster and 
better quality work ig an increaged work load... and they 
wonder why nothing gets done here... 'd prefer to have a desk 
job, and it would probably be more guited for me considering 
my hip impingement. If | find a degk job | won't have to retire 
on VA Digability. | could continue working and earning money 
for a nice house in the rural Indiana countryside, which ig my 
main goal |’m working toward. 
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OS/I272022 


Today ig the firgt day lve written since our “weekend.” Thege 
weekendg are beginning to feel more like short lunch breake, 
just like the weekends when | worked at Clifty Farme in 
Tenneggee. The weekends there would fly by and the week 
would drag on. | spent my weekend recovering from being 
sick with the flu, or COVID, or something. I’m working in 
frozen today, we have more freight than ever to run. Multiple 
pallets of frozen items to down stack and put in the freezers. 
We have four guyg including me working in that area, and the 
middle aigle ig getting the most freight from each pallet. lm 
working alone in the middle aigle. We have at least 7 pallets, 
and we've downstacked 4 or go and it’s only firgt break. It’g 
currently 18 am. The guy who's supposed to be bringing the 
carts back into the store during the day isn’t doing his job, go 
for monthe now we've had to go outgide each night in freezing 
weather and bring them inside. Paula will have to help bring 
them in after our break, but thankfully frozen ig exempt due to 
our workload. 

The night wag a digaster. The freight took forever, and 
Charlee overloaded us with zones again. We could only take 
our last break once we were finighed with everything. 
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03/1/2022 


Today, I’ve been placed in paper to give me a break from 
frozen! Thig ig the firgt time 've been in paper in monthg! And 
paper ig my favorite aigle! Charles put me there oddly enough. 
| wag given 5 pallets, and | have only { {1/2 left. We had to get 
nearly every cart in Walmart in the freezing cold. The time 
change messed up nearly everyone's clock out times. Mine 
wag fine for gome reagon. Today was algo Charlee’ birthday. 
At least we got through Annie and Charles’ last day for thig 
week. Now that they’ve cut our overtime hours, we're nat 
making anywhere near ag much ag we were. We're forced to 
take an hour for lunch each day now too, becauge a 30 
minute lunch break ig congidered “overtime.” Ridiculous. 
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03/14/2022 


So apparently tonight ('m in grocery. For the firet time in 
months. l’m not gure what the motivation ig behind ewitching 
up my gchedule after keeping it stagnant for go long, but 
weve run into a huge igsue. Pap, the second coach that wag 
on overnights when we started, may be transferring back to 
our shift. He’s just ag bad ag Annie, but in his own megged up 
way. Annie gave another one of her world clagg gpeeches at 
tonight’g meeting regarding things that she really doegn’t have 
any authority over. But of courge, I’m gure you're familiar with 
the plight of guperiorg going on power trips. Well, when | was 
working in paper yesterday, | completed multiple pallets and 
wag working diligently. Annie decided to come into the aigle 
and absolutely destroyed my work area with a mesg of boxes. 
She then told me to uge an L-Cart instead of relying on my 
grocery cart, which wasn't slowing me down in the slightest. 
Tonight, during the meeting she was lecturing everyone on 
going slow and needing people to help complete your work, 
and the need to uge an L-Cart. She wag staring in our 
direction for a good majority of the speech. | wag angry of 
course, considering | completed my work along with my zones 
long before the specified time. | had enough time left to 
complete two pallets. She only completed one and impeded my 
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work when doing go. So once | cooled off, | went to have a 
tak with Mark and ask why she would jugt gtare at me and 
expect me to take what she gays rather than confront me 
personally and tell me what her igsue ig. Mark agreed with the 
fact that she wouldn't have a right to tear into me, and gaid 
he would figure out what wag going on. Thig whole company 
ig run like a circug, and it’s a lot to deal with. The gtrege of 
congtantly watching your back, not being able to trust 
anyone ag everyone comes for your job and tries to get you 
fired ig enough to take a heavy toll on anyone. I’m honestly 
hoping Mark doesn’t leave, because if he does, me and Paula 
have agreed to get fired on purpose to leave. I’ve run four 
carte in grocery and I’ve been running off of a pallet in the 
gnack aicle. It’s 4:05 AM, nearly time to gtart zoning. We 
only have another 55 minutes to stock. 
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03/16/2022 


Today, Pap returned. He’s been giving Paula creepy looke all 
night. He tries to be hip and cool, when in reality he’s old. 

| wag placed in general merchandige by Mark, and | gpent the 
night stocking four different departments. We finished up with 
our zones very quickly. l've been in a good mood for the past 
few hours because | found out that the collection’s account | 
had on my credit report hag been completely wiped. Now it’s 
been gent to a new collection agency, but they haven't placed 
it on my credit report. So my credit ig 643, and | have a 
chance at building it back up to 700 to get a house. All I'd 
have to do ig pay off the agency and pay off my credit cards. 
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03/16/2022 


Today | wag placed in Hardware & Automotive, which algo 
includes sporting goods oddly enough. | ran through four 
pallets in automotive ag quickly as possible before first break. 
From then on, | struggled to complete one pallet in gporting 
goods, mainly due to the amount of bait and tackle itemg that 
all have individual locations on the fighing wall. Today has 
been rough, ag all of our “Fridays” are. When you're working 
a manual labor job, you tend to be phygically exhausted by the 
lact day of your work week. With our management 
migtreating as, it takes a heavy mental toll on us each week 
ag well. Today at our meeting, something quite interesting 
happened. Pap, the coach that worke on Mark's days, 
announced that an associate that gucke up to Annie ig now 
otticially a team lead. From what coworkers told me, she used 
to be a team lead on our ghift before, but wag demoted 
because ghe couldn't handle it. Ag everyone hag complained 
repeatedly tonight, she only made the cut due to her gucking 
up to Annie. There are plenty of people who would've been a 
much better pick for the job and don’t have ag much of a 
chance of going on a power trip. [t doegn’t matter | guesg, 
the way | feel at thig point ig, if they fire me they fire me. 
That's the woret they can do, it’s not like they can put a 
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bullet in my head. Although working here will often make you 
long for one. 
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03/19/2022 


Today ’ve been placed in frozen. (Shocker...) The only other 
coworker helping me in frozen ig Troy, a new guy who seems 
more kind and real than thig entire gtore. | got my tax return, | 
only got about $600 but that should be enough to pay down 
my credit cardg almost completely. Our credit scores should 
choot up pretty quickly afterward. 

When we were going to grab the carts today trom the parking 
lot, Joghua, Annie’s gon in law (ghe hired him to work on the 
game shift ag her and thig violateg Walmart’ working over 
fanily policy) trolled into frozen and called for me like 'm a 
dog. | politely asked what he wanted and he gaid “Charles 
wants you to get carts.” He then looke down at hig watch 
condegcendingly. “Like, now!” Realizing that thie ig a fellow 
associate that hag taken hig superiority complex to new 
heights by gpeaking to me in a rude manner ag though | were 
hig subordinate, | interjected with: “Yeah, ok! That’s great! 
Don’t know who the hell you think you are.” | haven't a clue if 
he heard me, but | had pure anger flowing through my voice. 
He hasn't go much ag glanced in my direction since. Since | 
had to go outside and collect carte, it'll be next to impossible 
to finish stocking frozen by the end of the night. It’s already 
2:46 arm, my lunch break endg at 3:lOam, I'll have until 5am 
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to stock 5 carts, and 2 huge pallets that most likely equate 
to a pallet of deli boxes (which we place in the deli freezer, it’s 
not our’g to run) and around 6-8 carte of freight. (’m algo 
zoning frozen, which isn't the worst zone. It’s actually pretty 
gimple once you've cleared the empty boxes from the freezers. 
Out of the three frozen aigleg, the middle aigle, which hougeg 
lunch and dinner itemg, and the lagt aigle, which hougeg 
vegetable and health food items, are the main culprits when it 
comes to digboging of mounds of empty boxes each night. 
The tres the supervigors are placing on us ig taking ite toll 
once more. Annie, our coach who's currently on shift today, 
posted on Facebook that she uged her bonus to purchase a 
new mobile home, a recreational vehicle. While we’re still 
gtruggling to cover our rent and clawing tooth and nail to get 
our credit score high enough to purchase a home out in the 
countryside to escape the city. Interestingly enough, Annie 
cut every night shift aggociate’s hours to cover her bonus. 
Our paychecks are all significantly reduced due to our hourg 
being cut. We're all now struggling just ¢o one woman can 
have a mobile home. Corporate greed ig no joke. 

[ algo paid off that AT&T collectiong debt since they took it 
off of my credit score, go now I’m just paying on time and 
waiting until it hite 7OO. | algo talked to Mark on Tuegday 
night, and he told me that Annie claimed her litle tirade 
wagn't directed at ug, and wag more of a general statement 
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addressing the room. She wag staring at ug hard enough to 
burn a hole the entire time ghe gave her midlife crigig speech, 
go I’m fairly certain she's just avoiding confrontation with me. 
Not sure why, if ghe’s willing to indirectly addregs me on an 
iggue in a room full of agsociates then ghe can let me know 
personally what she hag a problem with. But alas, there’s 
seemingly not a single associate here who possesses that 
level of common genge. Oh well, what can you do? 
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035/20) 2027 


Unfortunately, today, I've been placed in frozen once more. 
Since they placed me with Tod and one of the new guys, 
William, we've already been able to speed through 5 pallets. 
Our remaining freight to run ig one pallet of plagtic-wrapped 
ice cream and a few carts full. We should be able to finish it 
up before lunch, considering it’s only [22 am. My break ig 
nearly over. ve had the bulk of the freight tonight since l’m in 
the middle aigle. Being bombarded with freight meang you 
have to work ag fast and pogsible and take ag few bathroom 
breaks ag possible. Thig ig an iggue for me considering | drink 
a good amount of goda and water during my shifts. 

tg now 3:48 am. | have to come back from lunch at 4:00 
am. We've completed nearly everything, the last pallet ig 
downgtacked. We just have carts. The guys went to lunch at 
2. | had two carte left, go | finighed one of my carte and ran 
all of the frieg from the last cart, then took all of the 
cardboard in frozen, and threw all of the plastic trom the 
pallete away. My face ig red from caffeine. We have more 
overstock than we usually do, it'll take some time to palletize 
and wheel into the back once all of our remaining freight ig 
run. Paula hag been in grocery all night and she’s being 
moved to the juice aigle once we return. 
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03/21/2022 


Mark’s on shift today! He put me in Department 14 of 
general merchandise. (GM) (’m horrible with working in GM, | 
can barely finish my pallets on time. 've run two full pallete 
and two mixed pallets. | have a lot of overstock that | just 
placed on a separate pallet. [t’¢ 4:15 am and | only have a 
few more boxes to run. My hip ig shooting pain through my 
back today. Paula’s having a horrible day. Annie hag been 
barking orderg at her all night to finish up in her area, then 
help the lazy workers in HBA (health and beauty) that 
couldn’t finigh their work. Paula completed every last box, 
and now she’s come to help me. My mental gtate ig 
worgening. | couldn’t remember what aigle | wag working in 
coming back from my breake. It feele like [’m an old man with 
dementia and hip probleme. l’ve been regearching the VA and 
found that using any health records from my time in gervice 
would help greatly with service connection for my hip 
impingement. | attempted to dig up my old records through the 
Tricare website, but they've moved record keeping a while 
before | even joined the gervice. They redirected me to a 
different website that showed a chart detailing where to look 
for your records. Under “Army, Separated/Digcharged, after 
Jan. 2014” it showed a link. After following it, it gave me the 
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addrege and contact information of the facility that ig 
currently housing my medical military medical documents, ag 
well ag a request form to fill out. I’m going to get in touch with 
ther and gee if { can’t gather my records. In the meantime, 
[’m going to get with my doctor about looking into my PTSD 
to get enough documentation to claim unemployability since 
it’e debilitating to the point that it’s affecting my work 
productivity, It’s affecting everything, right down to my ability 
to think clearly. It feels like ’m going slower each day. Things 
are getting harder to manage. My memory ig gone, my 
concentration ig gone, it’s harder to walk. But I’m gtill fighting 
through it and doing the best | can to get through the work 
day while gathering evidence for the VA, and potentially 
Social Security. What prompted me to look deeper into VA 
benefite wag my gearing hip pain, ag well ag the deteriorating 
working conditions of our Walmart Supercenter. 
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OS) 22/2077 


Today, | completed one pallet of Department 20/22 in CM 
and two pallets of Department I4 in GM. Angie ig STILL 
HERE on day 4 of our work week! Tomorrow ig our last day 
before our weekend, thankfully. [t's currently 3:52 am. Since 
| couldn't find Mark after completing my work, go | went to 
help Paula finigh up with toys. Now ghe hag Department {7 in 
CM after lunch, which ig candleg and kitchen/bathroom items. 
There's a rumor circulating about Mark and the new Team 
Lead Nellie being in a sexual relationship at work “under the 
table.” It gtarted when they spent +5 minutes outside in lawn 
in garden alone with the door ghut off. Believing everyone had 
left, they made a comment about how they should “do thig 
again.” ('m not saying anything because he’s the only Team 
Lead that actually caree about the workerg here. The coaches 
and most of the team leads just collect fat bonuges by piggy 
backing off of the associates who do all of the work while 
living paycheck to paycheck. 

There’s a kid that worke in the general merchandige back 
room named Ethan. Weird that he shares the same name ag 
me... but he hag a nasty habit of stacking pallets with 
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randomly aggorted iteme that don’t belong in the assigned 
department go the workers who are stocking can “get a 
workout” by having to walk to the other side of the store. 
He’g algo sprayed copious amounts of silly string all over the 
gtore, which ig currently being investigated by hig team lead. 
He’s algo thrown diapers in the rungs of the ceiling. So today, 
he decided to park a pharmacy pallet in lawn and garden. 
While walking pact HBA with the pallet, the ladies working in 
the area were yelling at him to drop the pallet off over in 
pharmacy rather than migplace it in lawn and garden. He 
excused hig bone headed decision by tating that it would give 
them a chance to get some exercige. Everyone working in 
HBA nearly ripped hig head trom hig neck. They were furious, 
and the episode went ag far ag the Ad Office, where the 
situation wag explained to the supervisors. Since nothing as 
been done about hig previous antics, euch ag the silly string 
incident, this new confrontation hag now gparked an 
investigation into hig bird brained actions that will likely result 
in hig termination. | agree with my co workers on thig one, if 
were the shift that works the hardest by far and keeps the 
store running, don’t strain ug with extra work. We get ample 
exercige every work night. 
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O39) 25/2077 


Today, | was initially placed in grocery. After running 3 carts, 
thug finighing the area’s freight, | agked Mark where | should 
go. He gave me the choice of any department in GM, go | 
chose automotive. I've run a full pallet of oil. lm now on break. 
tg 113 am. I've been in a horrible mood all night, due to the 
fact that Joel, the man who haragged me and a couple other 
employees here, has returned. He initially went on “COVID 
leave” but quit Walmart. The hiring manager brought him back 
after a month, when according to company guidelines she 
wag to wait a minimum of SIX months before rehiring him. So 
now the self righteous nuigance hag returned. He’s been 
gtrutting and striding all night, bragging about how the HR 
manager begged for him to return and how she’s lucky he 
even took the job again. There's been an entire investigation 
from our gtore manager into hig antics with a previous team 
lead, Cole. Joel wag alwayg placed near me by Cole when he 
wag on our ghift to “spy on me,” which wag really just him 
ctaring at me from hig aigle and not getting hig work done 
while | finigh pallet after pallet. He should NOT be working 
currently, even according to all of Walmart’s rules. But of 
course, rules don’t apply to suck-ups here. Rules don’t 
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apply unless you're someone who actually worke hard and 
does your job properly. Then youre punished for it. “Damned 
if you do, damned if you don’t.” 

Apparently everyone ig up in arms over Joel’s return. l’ve 
been placed in infants with Paula after finighing up my work in 
automotive. | still have to pull my overstock into the back room 
firgt. 
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03/26/2022 


Over the weekend, | had to cancel my doctor’s appointments. 
| regcheduled the one for my hip. It’s currently [16 am. [t’e 
just Charlee and Pap today, which ig strange. I'm still trying 
to figure out their schedules gince the coaches are 4 days 
on and 4 days off. [t makes figuring out who we have ag 
gupervigorg each day difficult and contuging. Charles placed 
me in frozen today unfortunately. We had 7 pallets to do 
today, we've completed 5, we have one downstacked onto 
cartg, and one in the “donation” freezer left. Me and Paula 
are currently on our firgt break. In about the next 6 minutes 
we'll have to run outside and pull the carte in. They need to 
hire a cart pusher who can actually do their job. Paula said 
the man who's been slacking ign’t even mentally digabled, he 
just has a heart condition. | don’t understand why they don’t 
make him agget protection or gomething and hire gome kids to 
come pull these carte in all day. Tomorrow Charles will be on 
vacation, and it'll just be Nellie, the new team lead, and Annie. 
Paula gaid she'd take tomorrow off if she had the PPTO. 
(protected paid time off) Annie will give another one of her 
demoralizing gpeeches and direct it toward the hardest 
working associates who do the right thing the most out of 
them all. She always findg something to complain about, and 
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it makeg the entire store hate her with a passion. She's 
corrupt and gelf centered. A lot of agsociates have reported 
her to ethicg, and l’ve got a feeling our store will be 
investigated goon. 

[tg now 3:16 am. | completed one of the carte | had left 
before going to lunch. We didn’t even get a chance to take in 
carte becauge ag goon ag we were finighed with firgt break, 
the other associates had already brought them in. Apparently 
more people have called ethics than we originally anticipated. 
Even Callie, who used to be one of Annie’s little puppet-gpies, 
called ethicg to complain about her violating company rules. If 
you remember | explained the gituation with Joel, he used to 
be Cole’s little puppet-gpy, always spying on me and sucking 
up to Cole, telling him anything he could about what | was 
doing in an attempt to climb the corporate ladder. This, of 
courge, didn’t work in the end. Callie used to be that way with 
Annie, reporting anything Paula would do directly to her, and 
ordering her around like Annie’s lap dog. It’s sort of ironic 
that everyone ig turning against her go quickly. Annie gaid a 
few months ago during one of our ghifte that “If Jegue Chrigt 
were to clock in to Walmart on her shift, he would have to 
ligten to me.” She algo openly mocke the physically and 
mentally digabled people we work with. She lies and slanders 
associates, and calle associates into the officer just to bicker 
and whine at them for thingg that are either out of their 
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control or don’t really matter. Paula told me all that time ago 
that she believes God “hag something in store for her.” It 
geeme she may have been on to something, considering ethics 
ig bound to put our store under investigation after the flood of 
reports. 
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OS/ 2072022 


Today, I’ve been placed in chemicals with Barry, an older man 
who had extensive knowledge of the department. We've been 
running through our freight quickly and have nearly completed 
3 pallets. Paula ig in HBA. Annie and Nellie actually haven't 
bothered me all night long. It’s only 3 am though, go there’s 
still plenty of time for that. At 30 am we're going outside to 
get carts, and the majority of our gtore’s carts are outgide 
lined up in the cart corral. It’s irritating that all the cart man 
does ig line up the cart. He won't even bother to bring them 
in. No matter how much you argue this cage, management 
doegn’t ligten. | got some Bigcotf cookies. I’ve been trying to 
watch my weight thie week and go far I’ve done great, these 
cookies are the firet sugary thing I’ve gotten. I’ve been 
drinking hydroxycut to speed up my metaboligm, and lve been 
drinking plenty of water. Yesterday | even ate a huge galad 
with no dregging for lunch. 

So Annie hag angered me. Not only did she give me every bit 
of her work to do because ghe’s too lazy to complete her 
agsigned tagke and decided to delegate the work to me 
unnecessarily, but she allowed Pharmacy, HBA, and 
cogmeticg to stay ingide while the rest of the store retrieved 
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carts. | find it very interesting that the only gection excluded 
from the task wag the only area in the store stocked 
exclugively by women. So now that Barry and [ are finighed 
with chemicals, | now have to stock department 20 & 22 in 
GM. Me and Paula have to tag team department [44 I'7, and 
20 & 22 for our zone. Thig includes 52 aigleg, and Annie 
expects them all to be zoned well within lege than 2 hours. To 
give you an idea of the typical zone, we are ugually given 
Frozen, plus 4-7 other aisles. Example: Frozen, 4 & 5, 7 
& 18 & 19. That’s a total of IO aigleg, and that’s considered 
an ingane workload. Almogt every other associate ig agsigned 
2 aigles to zone. Tonight, we're expected to do 26x the 
average work load tor our zone. Thig really ig inexcusable on 
the part of management for even allowing this to be enforced, 
and there’s no possible way it'll look decent by morning. 
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03/28/2022 


Today, Mark, Annie, and Nellie are on ghift. | was placed in 
toys. Mark gaid | only have 2 pallets. And I've already 
completed one, and I've nearly finighed the last one. I’ve had 
to dump my cardboard into the bailer already since they jam 
pack a lot of the toy boxes with cardboard to protect them 
during shipping. Annie gave another one of her speeches 
today, ag expected. She gaid ingtead of making a meat cart 
for iteme that go on the department 97 wall when running 
frozen, we have to put those items up ourgelveg when 
downstacking. Considering that we already struggle to finigh 
frozen each night for the most part, thig will put a tremendous 
gtrain on our workload and possibly prevent ug from ever 
completing frozen freight again. There’s usually enough 97 
items for half a shift on the frozen pallets. Rumor has it that 
the supervisor on day shift that oversees frozen and 97 
yelled at Annie to make our shift take on more work. (Ag if 
we don’t already do everything while the other shifts get off 
Scott-free with being lazy. Cap 3 ig the backbone of this 
Walmart!) Annie walked by my aigle in toyg earlier to show 
me a video from the Oscars. | don't keep up with things 
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anymore since my life is mostly work now, but apparently Will 
Smith emacked Chrig Rock. I’ve been looking around at neat 
model cars, gince dad collects thoge. Since l’m nearly done, 
'm worried about where they might move me once I’m 
finished. My overstock pallet ig filled to the brim with plenty of 
pool toyg, squirt guns, and summer items. 

Go it’s currently 3:19 am. | finighed up with toys and Mark 
placed me in HBA with Paula. I've been buying galade with 
hard boiled egge all week long. I'm addicted to plain galad with 
eg9g¢. 

tg now 4:08 AM. Lunch ig nearly over. Apparently we'll 
most likely be moved to stationary after HBA. | degpige 
gtationary, running stationary ig tedioug when there’s go 
many gmall itemg that have to be put away individually in their 
regpective spots. 
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037/297 2022 


Today, Mark and Annie are on shift. Mark put me in on the 
Department 97 wall. ve been running bacon, sausage, hot 
dogs, and lunchableg all night long. | finished up with the pallet, 
stacked the overstock back onto the pallet, and now ['m at 
break. It’g [:15 am. [ need to ack Mark what to do next. On 
the way to break, Paula told me that she wag in HBA when 
Annie called her “Paula Dean.” Paula gaid “Im not racigt, 
don’t call me that.” Then Annie gaid: “lam.” Annie has fired 
every black person on our shift go far except for a woman 
and “DJ.” Ite interesting that despite firing every black 
person for minor iggues, she letg white people get off Scott- 
tree with huge offenses. Thig hag to stop, and many 
associates have reported her to ethics. If nothing gets done, 
we'll have to do something. 

After returning from break, | wandered around searching for 
Mark until { found him in the GM back room. He told me to go 
help dairy. That’s what | wag dreading, | didn’t want to be 
placed in dairy and | finighed my work quickly hoping | would 
be thrown into GM. But, dairy it ig, | quegs. It’s 43 am, 
dairy will most likely be heading to lunch at 2am and won't 
return until 3, go that'll give me an hour to run dairy alone in 
peace, hopefully. 
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t’g 3:50 am. | have until 4:20 am to be on lunch. Rick and 
Straton are in dairy, and we have two and a half pallets lett. 
A pallet takes forever to put away in dairy, and Straton ig 
objectively slow when it comes to stocking in general. For the 
past few nights that ['ve been placed in dairy, I’ve been stuck 
there until nearly 6:30 am, when we're supposed to gtart 
zoning our aggigned areag at 5 am. 

Annie made ug grab carte at 5:45 am! While we were 
zoning! She’s even made gt shift go out, and they yelled at 
her for it. Everyone wag angry about it, thinking she most 
likely picked that time out of gpite go she could whine and ery 
about our zones tomorrow in one of her claggie little rante. 
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03/50/2077 


Today, Mark and Annie are on shift. Mark put me in GM in 
department O9, which ig gporting goods. I’ve been putting 
away mall, tedious iteme like fighing bait and tackle, fighing 
poles, golf accessories. Annie’s daughter wag here today, 
che’s extremely loud and as irritating and rude ag her mother. 
Paula finally reported Annie to Walmart Ethics today for 
racigm, bullying, and rehiring Joel againgt company policy. 
Interestingly enough, corporate ig visiting today for unknown 
reagons. [+ may be unrelated, but it could be them coming in 
to fire Annie, or at least investigate and confront her. With 
the flood of reportg we've filed against her, something should 
be done goon. They gave ug a confirmation code and told ug 
the status of the cage would be Updated in 3-7 business 
days. With any luck, they'll investigate. It’s currently [21 am, 
and firet break ig nearly over. ve run a pallet of sporting 
goods, and | only have a pallet and an L-Cart left. 

[¥’¢ currently 3:54 am. | finighed the pallet and L-Cart, and 
(’m now helping Paula finigh up her freight in intants. Sid 
wants ug to move to the candy aisle after. l'm exhausted and | 
have a massive headache, I'm just excited for the weekend go 


458 


[ can finally regt and get the sleep | need. The night hag been 
relatively uneventtul. Joel, Straton, and Ariel are in frozen and 
they're doing a horrible job. They only had 5 pallets tonight 
and they're nowhere near finished, and even admitted they 
won't complete their work. Mark ig furious. { alwayg finigh my 
frozen freight, even when | have to get carts. They're putting 
things away in their frozen aigleg with no regard to it’s 
location. They're plugging iteme in the wrong spaces and 
megging up the freezers, and I'll have to deal with it on Friday, 
which ig my Monday. Charles alwayg puts me in frozen, and | 
guarantee that’s where I'll be. On the bright side, our 7-Month 
anniversary of being hired on ig approaching on April 8th. | 
have a relatively easy zone today too, l’m zoning paper and 
Paula ig zoning infants. Infante ig typically fagt and easy 
except for the food items, and paper ig easy, but time 
conguming. Since it’s now 4:02 am, | suppose it’s just a 
waiting game for the next hour until 5:00 am. ['m pretty gure 
my headache wag caused from drinking two Dr. Pepper's, a 
purple Monster, and Hydroxycut. The Hydroxycut box gays 
not to congume any caffeine with the product, which ig 
probably the igsue... 

It’¢ 6:43 am. We finighed our zones and we're currently on 
our lagt break. [tll be time to head home goon, and | couldn’t 
be more ready. Annie called Paula to the AD Office just to 
“be friendly.” Another coach was in there ag well, 
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which ig probably why she was go friendly to Paula. She 
complimented her and told her she’s an overachiever and 
doing great. Annie doesn’t compliment me since she’s under 
the impression that I’m aggresive and wouldn't respond well 
to it, which I’m really not. | jugt don’t put up with rude people. 
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04/03/2022 


Thig weekend, we cleaned the house and bought groceries 
since payday was Thursday. Today ig Saturday. We uged 8 
hours of POTO for yesterday's shift since it wag Nellie 
gupervising alone. She'll be supervising the entire shift by 
herself tonight ag well, but [ only have 5 hours of PPTO left 
and | like to maintain at leagt 8 for emergency use. She'll 
probably put me in frozen tonight, but there's no telling, It’s 
actually 43 ar, | ghould get some sleep for tonight pretty 
goon. 

[t’¢ 29 am. They placed me in frozen, just ag [ feared. We 
were only agsigned 4 pallets tonight, we've run 2 and 
downstacked all of them. When | get back from break, we'll 
finish up our freight before lunch most likely. We have to go. 
They called for something over the intercom. 

Turng out they called for carts. Just ag I'd predicted, me and 
William had to go get carts degpite ug working in frozen 
tonight, since we “only have 4 pallets.” William just went on 
lunch at 2, it’g 2:25. ’'m going to lunch at Sam. | finighed 
the last cart in the middle aigle and | only have half a cart of 
fries to stock, 

It’g 3:50 am. Annie called me and Paula to the Ad office 
just to tell ug that we need to zone sporting goods on top of 
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our Al6/AI7 and paper zones. Annie’s been harassing Ariel 
all night long. She hag a long history of doing thig any time 
they're on shift together. Ariel ig a regular overnight stocking 
agsociate. Paula wante to talk to Sherry, our gtore manager, 
and let her know that Annie’e daughter hag been here all night 
following Annie around degpite not even working here. Annie’s 
daughter keeps bantering with people. She must not have a 
job, and probably doesn’t need one since Annie ig rich degpite 
only being a coach. She doesn’t even need her job, her 
husband makes plenty. She's just doing what most of white 
collar America ig doing, taking money from hard working blue 
collar Americang who deserve it and earned it for the 
company and pocketing it degpite not lifting a finger. 

t's 6:34 am. We finighed zoning paper, 16/7, GM, and 
gporting goods. Paula wants to go to Sherry, the store 
manager, and not only inform her of the daily “take your 
family to work day” that Annie hag been having, but about all 
of the claims agsociateg under her have made with ethics and 
the potential congequences if something isnt done to change 
the hostile and racist work environment that we practically 
live in. At firgt, { wagn’t on board. | figured Sherry would 
probably just listen intently and repeat everything Paula tells 
her word for word. Now l’ve changed my mind. Paula broke ‘7 
ribg in her firgt 2 weeke, and Annie refuged to file a worker's 
compensation claim tor her, essentially screwing her. Since 
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working here, her blood pressure hag gpiked dangerously from 
ctregs, and my hair ig slowly turning white, strand by strand. | 
don’t turn 2 until Auguet 23rd. ’m 20 years old and | 
found a white eyebrow hair today. | have geveral prominent 
white hairg all along my head, and my beard ig galt and 
peppery. My blood pressure ig high from gtrege and anger. We 
would make more on unemployment than working here, 
unemployment supposedly lasts one year and pays close to 
$lk per month. What really peeves me ig how every single job 
that you can possibly get in today’s society without delving 
into life long debt for a degree will treat you like garbage and 
run you ragged. Thig really ign't just a “Walmart” igsue. [t’¢ an 
American igsue. Every civilian job I've worked since being 
discharged trom the army hag not only had every gupervigor 
geream and treat me like the scum of the earth degpite me 
being polite and cordial, but the pay hag never been worth the 
work put into the job. I've geen men who have better 
educations from teaching themeelves than any college 
curriculum could ever hope to provide, and they're the ones 
who are working low-skilled jobs because they can’t afford 
the debt. No job will really hire me either because | have gevere 
social anxiety and PTSD, or depression. lm not exactly gure 
what ig cauging my mental decline, but my extreme short term 
memory combined with my mental sluggishness and phygical 
iggues make me a horrible factory worker. | can’t keep up. It 
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also makes it impossible for me to do labor that’s too 
physically demanding. | push myself every night to do the 
work | do here, feeling my body break down more and more 
each day. My hip joint had arthritis now, and | walk with a 
cane nearly any time lm not at work. | almoet fell down the 
ctaire a few times yesterday when carrying in our groceries 
because my hip gave out. lm destroying myself for a job that 
would fire me at my funeral and replace me the next day. So | 
ack you, can you really blame me for not wanting to work 
anymore? 
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04/04/2022 


Today, Mark and Annie are on shift. During the meeting at 
the beginning of the shift, Mark placed me in HBA with 
Paula. We had two tall pallets of regular box freight and a 
pallet of break packs, which are collapsible boxes filled with 
random items that belong in your department. Since it was 
only me and Paula, and Annie didn’t think we could do it on 
our own, Annie made a deal with us that if we complete HBA 
before lunch, ghe’d buy our lunch. We were finished with 2 
pallete by about [2:00 am. We finished with everything by 
2:00 am. We brought our pallet back and threw our 
cardboard in the bailer, then went to lunch. HBA wag filled 
with random freight. Annie told thoge working in Pharmacy to 
come help ug when they were done, but ironically we finished 
long before them and helped them finish up. We bought some 
fruit and carbonated water tor lunch. | figured it would be a 
nice change of pace from the usual galadg that | get every 
night. 'm not gure what they'll have us do since we've finished 
HBA, maybe help cosmetics, but Donna, a slow and digabled 
older lady that works on our shift, asked for a ride home after 
work. We'll have to clean our car out goon. [t’g been gort of 
boring tonight. We spent the day gpring cleaning and fixing up 
the houge, now if we clean the car out everything will be 
gquared away. 
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04/05/2022 


Today, I’ve once again been placed in frozen by Mark. Mark 
and Annie are on shift, go wether in retaliation for ug taking 
off work or not, there's no telling. We had + pallets tonight, 
and we've downgtacked 3. { only have one cart for the middle 
aigle left. I'm exhausted, and I’ve forgotten to take my anti- 
depressants for the past week, go I’m struggling. When my 
depression ig given a chance to truly hit, the things | keep 
bottled up start geeping out. 've been thinking about my life, 
how [ haven't uged my Gl Bill because | know my brain ig 
deteriorating, It’s geting harder to write the previous 3 booke 
in thig autobiographical geries. [’m considering how | don’t 
want to work at Walmart the regt of my life. | can’t, | don’t 
even have a choice. | limp on my hip most of the time and | 
uge 4 cane when I’m not at work. | need to finigh gathering 
my VA Digability evidence go | can get out of thig nightmare. | 
genuinely feel like it’s my only hope. My life’s goal hag been to 
find a way to be financially independent while living 
comfortably in the country. It’s [23 am, we'll have to get 
back to work goon. Annie gaid a lot of Walmart employees 
from the Plainfield Digtribution Center fire will be coming here 
tomorrow, and they'll need training. | declined to train them, 
and Paula elaborated that my horrible memory makes it hard 
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to teach anything, or even convey my thoughts properly, so 
'd make a horrible teacher. 

l’g 3:42 am. | downstacked the last pallet, threw 4 carts of 
cardboard into the compactor, ran the last of the meat wall, 
threw the rest of the carts into the freezer, got rid of the last 
of the deli items, and ran the last of the fries before taking my 
lunch. | took lunch at 3:18am, go | have plenty of time. 

[tg 6:45 am. | finighed frozen late, becauge when | came 
back from lunch, Roy, the let shift frozen associate, gtarted 
getting angry with me and questioning me about a pallet. | 
went to check the freezer, and gure enough, there wag a new 
pallet. | stormed off and questioned Mark about if, and he 
gaid it’g posible someone on Igt shift dragged that pallet into 
my freezer. There was algo an overstock pallet that wagn’t 
there before. | pulled the pallet out, downgtacked it, and ran it. 
We cleaned up after running all of that freight and were ready 
to zone by 5:30. Paula had an old lobster on her cart. She 
asked Mark what to do with it and he told her just to keep it 
on the cart and wheel it into the back room. When the pulled it 
back there, an associate complained to Jay, a let shift team 
lead, that the lobgter gmelled rotten. So Jay rung up to Paula 
and screame at her at the top of her lungs. “Mark told me to 
pull it back there!” “We'll we don’t do that here!” Paula was 
preparing to punch Jay, but Annie stopped her by tapping her, 
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go she walked away. We're becoming more and more fed up 
with thie company by the day. It’s not worth it. 

We visited mom and dad today. We stayed until around 
I:-45am. lt’¢ now [2:33pm and we just got in bed. ('m ready 
to gleep, ('m exhausted. My YouTube made just over $15 go 
far in the lagt 28 days, which ig amazing for me! [ ugually 
don’t make anywhere near that amount, but the |.360 
subscribers | currently have are generous enough to watch. | 
appreciate them all. | even made two videos yesterday out of 
gpecial request from a fan, “doom777.” He seemed very 
appreciative. He's a much gmaller YouTuber, he’s just gtarting 
out at 2. subscribers. | hope he gaing many more. 

My book gerieg ig coming along ag well, Shambles ig still 
being edited by Paula. “Forever You'll Be” ig coming along, I've 
got over 3O pages in that volume go far but it’s giving me 
major writer’ block trying to recall my childhood well enough 
to complete the book. | haven’t started on “No Man’s Road” 
yet, only because | want it to pick up from when | left 
California, but [ want to recall the events in order and keep 
them flowing, go I'll tart on “No Man’g Road” once 
“Chamblee” ig completed. [ have over 30,000 words written 
in that volume and lm very excited about publighing it and 
receiving my firet copy! I'm taking my sweet time to ensure 
that it’g well written and edited properly. | know I’ve kept thig 
volume of my autobiography (thig one ig more like a public 
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journal) almost strictly to the topic of work, but | figured I'd 
take a break from that negativity to clear my head. I've been a 
rather negative pergon for a while. It’s not my attitude even, 
it’g jugt the thought process that my brain leang toward. I’ve 
blamed it on my depression multiple times and try to push it 
ag “realigm,” but it’s more cyniciem nowadays than anything. 
| believe that’s reflected heavily in my writing, and especially in 
thig volume. Many have even been annoyed and exagperated 
by my occasionally overly-excessive negativity. [t’e difficult 
for me to remove myself from that slump. | took a dose of my 
antidepresgants finally and took three tabg of nauzene, which 
ig an anti-naugea medication. When | start back on my 
antidepresgants after not taking any for a while, it makes me 
very nauseous. 
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04/06/2022 


So today hag been go eventful that | doubt | can even write 
everything down before | have to come back from break. I’m 
currently gitting in my car on lunch, it’s 2:42. am. (Yes, we 
went early at 2:16) The new guys from the Plainfield fire are 
here, (9 in total. The break room ig crowded, the gtore ig 
crowded. Sherry ig here to overgee their integration into our 
team. Mark, Annie, Nellie, and Sherry are on shift tonight. 
Mark placed me in frozen with Troy and two new guys. The 
new guys both used to be team leadg at the old warehouse. 
They're very sharp and quick learners, and they're moving 
fact. We’ve had long conversations all night getting to know 
each other, and since I’ve taken my medication, | can 
somewhat keep up with the social interaction. We completed 
4 palletg and were now working on old overstock, or 
“vigpicke” ag they call it. { call it stupidity. | headed off to 
lunch with the guys, and stopped in infantg to get Paula go 
we could eat sandwiches in the break room. She wag getting 
yelled at by Sherry and Annie. Paula wag told by both Mark 
and Annie not to fix what 2nd shift plugs, go she hagn’t. So 
when Annie and Sherry walked up to her when ghe wag 
finighed, Sherry decided to “check her overstock” with the 
only three iteme that were plugged. Sherry and Annie 
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gimultaneougly yelled at Paula and told her that she’s the 
reason why the back rooms are filled with pallets of 
overgtock. Sherry gaid ghe'll be watching Paula clogely and 
having someone rerun all of her overstock each day. | told 
Daula that’s haraeement, and [ told Mark that that won't fly 
with me. | can walk out that door today and not think twice, 
and they'll have no choice but to fire me and Paula. (They’d 
be reluctant to let that happen since they'd loge thousands of 
dollarg to our unemployment checke until we find another job.) 
[had to coax my wife, who ig the sharpest and hardest 
working aggociate in our gtore, even admittedly by every 3rd 
shift coach, team lead, and the store manager Sherry, out of 
the bathroom because she wag crying from being screamed 
at mercileely by the very bogses that would be screwed 
without her or me. My dear readers, if you thought { wagn’t 
fed up with thig job and each and every member of Walmart’s 
management before, you bet your bottom dollar that this ig a 
millimeter away trom my breaking point. Being a black belt 
PTSD ridden army veteran, | can definitely have a violent 
terper when it comes to these things. 
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04/08/2022 


Over the weekend, me, Paula, and my parents went to 
Marian University in Indianapolig to watch my nephew, Tony 
Kinnett, give a speech on igsues regarding the Indiana school 
gygtem and legislation that wag recently pagsed to try and 
repair some of the damage caused by critical race theory. It 
wag interesting, and he made some very valid points. Betore 
the speech, we ate dinner at [quana’s Mexican Restaurant. 
Since | stopped AT&T from screwing me out of $314 and 
removed their collection trom my credit report permanently, 
my credit ecore hag skyrocketed, but it’s not 700 yet. | 
decided to browse cards that Capital One had pregcreened 
me for, and found one that piqued my interest. A “Mercury” 
card with a $2,500 credit line. | decided to apply just to 
gee, gince they gaid it wouldn't hit my credit with a hard 
inquiry, and | wag approved! My credit score should 
skyrocket once more when 4 of my inquiries are removed 
later thig year, and my average credit age increases 
dragtically. My oldest account ig the Military Star Card 
account | opened in the army in early 2019, it’s around 2 
years and 8 monthe old. 

Not much elge ig going on aside from the store manager’s 
migmanagement at work. 
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04/09/2022 


[t’¢ [:21 am. Today Charles ig the only one on shift, he’s placed 
me, Troy, and William in frozen with 4 pallets. We've 
downstacked all four and ran about 3 palletg worth of carts. | 
have around one and a half carte left. We've been grinding all 
night trying to get down to our last carts. Good thing ig, | 
usually have 2-3 pallets left around thig time, and | have 
ZERO. 

My firgt break ig almost over. I've been doing great go far. 
Paula’ in pharmacy. Turng out most of the new guys from 
Dlainfield aren't on shift on Fridays or Saturdays, giving me 
and Paula the game old heavy workload that Charleg always 
delegates to ug. 

They finighed the lagt cart before | came back and 
downgtacked the overstock onto a pallet. When | got back, 
Charles told me to run grocery freight until 5am. | did, and 
met up with Paula in pharmacy, where we had to zone 
Pharmacy, Sporting Goods, Toyg, and all 56 aigles of GM. 
lronically, Paula made a sarcastic comment on the way into 
work about how Charles will still have ug do quadruple the 
workload degpite having 9 new workerg. Well, turng out it 
wag more of a foreshadowing, since nearly all of them are off 
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on Fridays and Saturdays, go we'll gtill bear the brunt of the 
workload for zoning and frozen. It’s 6:55 am, we're finished 
with zoning and nearly ready to return home. | bought some 
envelopes and I’m taking the Army record request form to the 
post office today and mailing it to the AMEDD record center 
in San Antonio, Texas. They'll regpond goon enough, most 
likely with my army records. 
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04/10/2022 


Today, Charles wag the lone Team Lead on shift once again. 
Ag always, | was placed in frozen with Zaleb and William, and 
’m zoning frozen. Paula ig in HBA and she’s zoning GM and 
HBA. We had ‘7 pallets today in total, which Charles gaid wag 
“light,” even though it’s a very heavy workload. We've 
downstacked 6 pallets. | have two carts left, and the last 
pallet ig mostly all deli, go we won't have to run but maybe 5 
boxes from if, go two carts ig pretty much the last of tonight's 
work. Charleg mentioned that becauge 2nd shift wag slacking 
today, we have geveral carte of grocery to run in the store, 
and anyone who completes their work in their assigned area 
will be gent directly to grocery for the remainder of the night. 
('m not in the mood to run grocery. The middle aisle has been 
getting double the freight, and I’ve still kept up with the other 
two aggociates in frozen tonight. [t’¢ been a rough week go 
far. When Charles informed me that I'd be in frozen today, | 
immediately felt the strong urge to walk out the front door 
and not look back. My hip ig getting worge and my mind 
hasn't improved. It’s starting to become painful to even lift 
boxes in frozen. I'm only gtaying to help Paula keep up with 
the bill until my VA Claim ig filed. [ have to get out of here 
before l’m completely unable to walk. [| went to 
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the park yesterday afternoon after dropping the letter to 
AMEDD off at the post office, and walked on my cane down 
to the creek for a bit. [+ wag “too cold” for Paula to get out 
of the car. | wouldn't mind the hip pain if | could walk with a 
cane, but the fact that | not only can’t uge my cane at work 
because it’s physically demanding, but | spend almost all of 
my waking hours laboring for this company makes it hard to 
manage. 

| completed all of my freight and threw my cardboard into the 
baler. l’m not sure if they're finished, but whatever the cage ig, 
(‘Il most likely be thrown into grocery for at least 30 minutes 
before | zone. It’s 3:58 am, our gecond day ig already shot, 
luckily. 

t’¢ 6:52 am. | had to help finigh up frozen freight before 
zoning. | zoned all of frozen, me and Paula zoned all of HBA 
except one aisle, all of toys, sporting goods, and GM. It’ 
only day 2/5 thig week, and l’m already exhausted. | took a 
blood pressure & BMI health aggegement and it gaid my 
health age wag 24. My actual health age is probably 
gomewhere cloger to 40 right now. 
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04/1/2022 


Today, Mark ig the supervigor on shift. | was placed in pets 
for the start of the night, and finighed up before firgt break. 
Daula finished running infants at the game time. Now he 
wants Paula and | to both help the new guy in department 74 
of GM. Mark was going to place me in pets with Joshua, but 
since he failed to show up for work (and Annie will certainly 
remove hig points for it) | had to work pets alone. It’s 
currently [20 am, we're eating “Chicken in a bigcuit” 
crackers and bigcoff cookies in the break room. Ever since | 
firet had Bigcoff cookies on the flight | took to South Carolina 
to get to Fort Jackgon, | fell in love with them. 

te currently 3:49 am. We're eating lunch. We weren't able 
to pay for it yet since they're updating they're DOS systems. 
Apparently the receipt printer needed to be updated trom 
what the change log gaid... weird. ’m having a Caegar galad 
with two hard boiled eggs and no dressing... my typical healthy 
lunch at work. 99% of my galad ig rotten. Mark moved me 
and Paula to '74, where we helped one of the new guys that 
trangferred from the Plainfield warehouse fire. I’ve been 
exhausted all night. The warehouse guyg weren't supposed to 
take a pay cut until a year after the fire, but many of them 
are admitting to ug that they've already been 
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cut from over $20+ an hour to their base pay of $7 an 
hour. Needless to gay, they're not happy. They've all told ug 
how they had it easier in the warehouse, and we're treated 
more regpecttully there by their managers. Unfortunately, 
they've only been met with the tip of the iceberg when it 
comes to being mistreated by Browngburg Walmart 
Management. The agsociates were all told to treat the new 
arrivale kindly gince they've “been through hell” after loging 
everything to the fire. Annie (the coach) and the team leade 
have been treating them with courtesy, for now... but ag goon 
ag their “newness” wears off, they'll be treated with the game 
digregpect and indignities that we've all come to know. It’s 
only a matter of time. Many of the new associates are black, 
and because of thig Ive already made them aware of Annie's 
blatant racigm. { don’t want them to go into thig believing they 
can trugt the woman only to be stabbed in the back later on. 
On a side note, like | wag just telling Paula, if | had any power 
here the firgt thing I'd do ig engure the SALADS AREN'T 
ROTTEN! | just want good galad with hard boiled eggs. 
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04/12/2022 


So tonight, it’s both Annie and Mark on ghift. Sherry’s not 
going to be our store manager anymore, she’s being moved to 
a different store in Birmingham, Alabama and will most likely 
be demoted to a lower management position there. Annie 
finally showed her true colors to the new people with one of 
her world famous demotivational speeches. Today, she whined 
about breake and made up an excuse to get us all in the 
break room at the game time. aula and [ take late breake 
because it helps ug get our work done. Now that Annie’s 
being pathetic and petty, we have to break guper early at 
2am, 2am, and 4:45am ingtead of lam, 3am, and 
6:45am. She alway finds the best ways to demotivate, 
devalue, and demean the aggociateg she boggeg around. 
Everyone ig fuming over the forced breaks, especially 
considering it’g not reasonable to any extent of the 
imagination. 've been placed in grocery by Mark, and I’ve ran 
a few carts go far. Grocery wag gort of heavy, but it’s going 
by fast with [9 new people. It’s [2:0 am, we'll have to go 
back goon. Annie gaid “If you think thig speech ig about you, 
it probably ig.” She never gpeake to aggociates directly, she'l 
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vaguely call them out and agcume they even know they're 
being called out. [t's gad and pathetic. 

[tg {3Oam. | P've been talking to gome of my co-workerg 
and all of them have commented on how arrogant and 
digregpectful our management is. Theyre supposed to stay 
here a year ag per their contracts, but | don’t gee any of 
then making it that long. They're aware of Annie’s racigm 
and bullying becauge she makes it obvious. We're considering 
leaving early and uging PPTO, but | have 5 hourg and | like to 
maintain a balance of 8 tor dire emergency use. 

So we finighed infants and Annie had me start zoning auto 
and hardware with one of the new agsociates at 4AM! We 
finished by 4:40am. It’s 5:05am, she wanted ug to take 
our break at 5.am, which we did. [t’s irritating to gay the 
least. 

[tg 5:[7am. | finished in grocery, and as | finighed vigpicke, 
Nellie acked me to go pull carte in. | went outside gome and 
pulled in every cart from each corral ingide. Just ag I'd 
finighed, everyone gtarted heading outside. | had to tell them 
('d finighed everything. | algo had to help Paula finigh up toys. 
The night had been boring and gemi-uneventtul. My hip ig 
killing me. [have to zone 22-25, and Paula hag to zone 
toys. 22-23 ig snacks, 24 ig chips, and 25 ig the 
remainder of the snacks. Apparently we'll have to zone apart, 
go lll be alone in my zone for 2 hours. [’m not looking 
forward to if, 'm exhausted, in pain, and just want to go 
home. 480 


04/13/2022 


Today, Mark, Annie, and Nellie are on shift. Paula wag placed 
in toys by Mark, and he placed me in grocery. Oddly enough, 
despite yesterday's audit, Annie wasn't present for the 
meeting. 've completed one cart of grocery, and the area ig 
very chaotic. Yesterday, right before the audit, Annie wag 
screaming at me and Paula to stay over past 7am, forcing ug 
to work overtime until almogt Sam, just to fix the zones that 
she had all night to fix, considering her and the team leadg 
were warned that our store wag being audited dayg ago. First 
ghift kept running around our zones picking things up and 
destroying them. To top it all off, a firgt shift supervisor came 
over the walkie congratulating them for cleaning up the store, 
when they hadn’t done anything but destroy our zoneg, and 
even our team leads gpoke up and called ther out. Du ig 
putting in hig two weekg, he’s tired of working under rude and 
digregpecttul leadership. Annie ig still forcing everyone on 3rd 
to go to break early at (2am, 2am, and 5am. The new 
overnight aggociates are growing increasingly agitated over 
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working conditiong, and many of them are already talking of 
leaving well before their contract ends. | wouldn't blame them, 
thig gtore ig hell on earth for anyone who actually works. | 
intend to expose lower clags America’s working conditions 
with thig book. 

le 6:55am. lt’g nearly time to head home. | finighed my 
zone and helped Paula finish her’s. 'm exhausted, I’ve done 
enough for Walmart for one lifetime... | want to go home, take 
a shower, and sleep. 
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04/17/2022 


Today, Charles and Pap are on shift. Charles, of course, 
placed me in frozen and hag me zoning frozen. Since it’s 
Easter Sunday, hundreds of people will be flooding through 
the doors in the morning, go we have to do our best zone our 
areag ag we stock. l’m zoning frozen, ag ugual. The 
customers have been beyond rude and belligerent to all of us. 
[t seems regpect for the common worker hag been digmantled. 
[ finished 5 frozen pallets and zoned frozen, | then helped 
Paula zone stationary. She wag in HBA tonight and moved to 
grocery later on. We're going to my brother Matt’s house for 
Easter dinner later today. | researched VA Digability more 
today, and I’m even more confident about my claim. | may 
find a Lawyer to advocate for my cage. | need to get in touch 
with Sonya’s Indy Behavioral Health office. | completed their 
patient information forms, now I just need to get checked out 
to gain more evidence for my claim. My life hag felt 
unstructured and chaotic for years now. lm trying to balance 
extreme tree at a job | degpige, ag well ag trying to get my 
writing career off the ground, and manage a Christian 
publication while actively purguing VA Benefits to “retire” on 
since | can barely physically or mentally keep up with my job 
to begin with. Writing ig therapeutic to me. It’s difficult for me 
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to hold down a job becauge of my conditions, but writing 
helps me relax and decompress. 


484 


04/18/2022 


We used 2 hourg of PPTO to show up at [2am tonight. We 
went to my brother’s for Easter and were exhausted, thoge 
extra two hours of sleep were a lifegaver. Today, Mark and 
Pap are on shift. { wag originally placed in stationary with 
Paula, until we finighed up and were moved to HBA. Now 
were running period pads, toothpaste, shampoo, things of 
that nature. Paula's looking for a new job, she has been for a 
while. Her goal ig to become a receptionist at a high paying 
office of some gor. She’s already submitted a plethora of 
applications to different companies. 

tg now 7:08 am. We're about to leave finally. I've had a 
throbbing headache all night long because I’ve been wearing a 
hat to hide my horrible haircut. ('m nearly bald. Aside from 
that, even Mark threw a hefty zoning assignment on ug 
tonight. He had ug zone stationary, which ig a job in itgelf, ag 
well ag trangfer all of the Easter merchandige acrogg ghelveg, 
and zone all of lawn & garden. | wag go exhausted from the 
Easter family gathering that | didn’t think Id lagt through the 
night degpite taking POTO. Over our Easter gathering at my 
brother’s house, we had ham, mashed potatoes, rolle, pie, and 
cake. The food wag great, and it wag good to finally gee the 
family again and catch up for a bit. 
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04/19/2022 


Today, Mark and Pap are once again on shift. [’m in 
Department 74 in CM with Joe. No GM trucke arrived 
tonight, and because of that they've decided to clean out the 
back roomg and make ug run all of the old overstock. Most of 
the boxes are nearly rotten and falling apart. We've run 
geveral pallets already tonight, but the amount of freight we 
have ig hardly letting up. Paula’s in HBA, and they're 
overwhelmed ag well. ve began counting my calories to looge 
weight. 've eaten 350 go far, for firet break. | walked 5.3 
miles yesterday, and 5.! the previous. So far I’ve already 
walked I. mileg acrogg the store. For the amount of exercige | 
get, if | didn’t eat go much candy and drink go much goda I'd 
be one of the thinnest people here. One of our good friends, 
DJ, ig leaving goon. He’s quitting, he found a much better job. 
| caw that Walmart has placed donation stickers on their 
regigters. [t’e funny, they don’t care about homeless or 
hungry children. They only care about getting tax write offs 
from donations. If they truly cared, they'd donate a portion of 
their geveral billion dollarg in profit they receive each year 
rather than make aggociates who are paid poverty wages and 
eligible for government welfare benetite donate their hard 
earned dollar. It’s completely fine to donate to the lege 
fortunate, but not when you're being scammed into helping an 
evil corporation. 486 


More on tracking my health and exercige, | walked 12,452 
steps around the store yesterday in addition to the 5.3 miles 
walked. 

[¥’¢ currently 3:32. am. I’m on lunch, we've finighed {5 pallets 
go far in GM. We've been running mixed pallete that are piled 
with boxes trom all departments. 

('m eating a Marketgide Caesar Salad with hard boiled eggg, 
which ig around 830 calories. Since I’m eating it without the 
dressing, it’s most likely much lege. 


487 


04/20/2022 


Good news and bad news. Good news; Today ig our Friday, 
and we're doing abgolutely nothing but resting thig weekend! 
Bad news; Annie ig on ghift with Mark today. Mark placed 
me in chemicals with Bob, and Paula ig in grocery. Annie 
didn’t give one of her world clase speeches in the meeting 
today, but she’s still getting on everyone about not going to 
break at |2, which the majority of our shift really can’t do. It’s 
hot in here. {t’¢ currently (2:2:7. | walked 5 miles yesterday. 
We only have 2.5 pallets left now, and Dd ig helping. He's 
leaving for hig new job today unfortunately. 
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04/23/2022 


Today, Annie and Charles are on shift. Annie gaid thig ig her 
Friday fortunately, go she should be out the door for the rest 
of the week. Charles threw me in frozen (shocker) with 5 
pallets. Me and Troy ran 3 already, and we have 2 remaining. 
[t’¢ [2:!lam and lm already on firet break. Paula’s working 
with Annie in pharmacy, which ig why | had to go to break go 
early today. My hip ig already killing me. | can tell ther lm in 
pain from a deformity all | want, they don’t care. The only 
thing they care about ig making gure we work every single 
shift to get them more money. 

Apparently a man walked out with a 65’ flat screen TV, 
stealing it. He's algo reportedly repeated thig theft ae multiple 
Walmart’s around central Indiana, and the fede are looking 
for him. Paula told me that Annie just let him walk right out 
with if, without checking hig receipt. Not that | care if every 
dine thig corporation has ig gtolen, but that’s pathetic. 

So we finighed all 5 pallets, but Charles was being gort of 
pagsive-aggresgive about our overstock. We had two pallets 
of overstock, which ig typically unimaginable for your ugual 
Friday night. Charles wag questioning us relentlesely ag if it 
wag our fault, which of courge, it’s not. 
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04/24/2022 


Today, Charles and Pap are on shift. Charles placed me in 
frozen with William. Charlee once again gaid that both frozen 
and dairy are light. The problem ig, frozen’s heavy tonight. We 
had ‘7 pallets. We've downstacked and ran 4, we're on break 
now. [t’g currently (2:13 am. Charles ig forcing me to go on 
break at the game time ag William, degpite our usual break 
times being an hour apart. The tact that | have to stop and go 
to break frequently ig going to throw me off. To work 
efficiently in frozen (and not loge your job because they blame 
you for not finighing like incompetent managers) you have to 
get into a Rhythm of gorts, and when you take your breake at 
a certain time for monthe, then your breake are get back an 
hour, it'll completely throw you off balance. Ag a consequence 
of thig, your work load will seemingly increage, even though 
it'g the game. The longer | keep working, the longer | can 
maintain the rhythm | have of putting different groups of boxes 
together in a certain order, which ig the only way | can get 
done with the entire frozen department by the end of the night 
with only one other co worker. The other iggue ig that we only 
have two associates stocking frozen tonight, with 7 pallets. 
Nearly all of the freight will go up too, whereas last night we 
were gaved by the bell because the majority of our freight was 
overstock. If we actually finigh on time tonight, it'll be by the 
grace of God himself. 490 


[ algo cut my finger earlier. My index finger was cracked 
from working in the freezers, and when | wag breaking a box 
down | accidentally emacked the crack and blood gtarted 
gushing protugely. [had Paula throw a bandage on it and | 
kept working. Paula had to spend a few minutes gcrubbing 
the blood off of my handg though. The new guyg from 
Dlainfield are nowhere in gight. [t’s interesting to me that they 
get away with not working weekends. 

Charles ig overworking Paula on purpose, forcing her to pick 
up one other associate's slack in pharmacy. She's making 
stupid faceg at Paula and playing on her phone, not working. 
Paula's run 3 pallets in the time it’s taken her to run a single 
cart. Me and William are nearly done with frozen. | took my 
cardboard to the bailer, and we finished down stacking the 
last pallet. My aisle’ freight ig almogt completely ran, lll jugt 
have to help William. We palletized all of the overstock we had 
before lunch. It’s 2:42. am. Since Charles forced me to go to 
break with William, (’m going back in 30 minutes. 

William and | knocked out the lagt of our freight. It’s ‘7:09 
am, we're about to leave. We zoned !O/I! in grocery, ag well 
ag frozen. Charlee wanted us to zone 22/23 but it wag 
already finighed when we checked. 
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04/25/2022 


Today, Mark and Pap are on ghift. Mark was going to place 
me in GM, but since we called out for two hours today and 
others called out, | wag placed in frozen. We only have one 
pallet and maybe a cart or two left, and it’s 3:7 am. | have to 
go back at 3:35 am. Paula bought a new cookbook right 
before lunch, we've decided to try new healthier meals. We've 
been trying to cut down on our calories, but even with a 
500 calorie per week deficit, it’s still not cauging me to loge 
weight. We're planning to cut out all sugar, fried/fast foods, 
and anything fattening and unhealthy. I’ve algo been ligtening 
to germong and Chrigtian mugic while | work. I've been trying 
to draw cloger to Cod, and | truly believe he’s changing me 
for the better. { can tell that God ig allowing me to gain the 
gtrength and wisdom | need to overcome the obstacles that 
are on my path. Cod ig maturing me. | wag going to get angry 
earlier over a gtreseful situation that me and Paula were 
dealing with, but [ didn’t. | recognized that to be more Chrigt 
like, | have to be calm and patient. 'm hoping | continue down 
the straight & narrow path. 
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04/26/2022 


Today, Mark and Pap are on shift. Mark placed me in Pets 
with Another associate. We knocked out 5 pallets and moved 
on to lawn & garden, where we have 2 pallets. Sherry came 
in yesterday in the morning and complained to Pap, or really 
gcreamed at him, about ug taking breake at 6:45 am ingtead 
of 5:00 arn. { ugually have to wait to break at 6:45am or | 
won't be able to clean up my area in time to zone. Not a 
gingle pergon here ig happy about it, and they're heavily 
policing and trying to cut short our breake that we have every 
legal right to take and that are given to ug by Walmart by 
default. We've already had multiple workers quit and leave. 
Many of ug are working hard 40 hours a week and still 
cloge to the poverty line, yet we algo get treated like 
corporate slaves. 
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04/27/2022 


If | fail to provide you with a full log tonight, it’s due to my 
exhaustion, go | apologize in advance. Mark, Nellie and Pap 
are on shift tonight. Nellie placed me in dairy. | immediately felt 
my anger boil over. [ got mad and even yelled at one point. | 
calmed down and prayed about if, trying to rid of my anger. 
Thig job ig taking a huge mental toll on me. 
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05/01/2022 


[haven't written in the past few days. The next day of work 
after the lagt entry wag yesterday, when Charles, Nellie, and 
Annie were on shift. didn’t log yesterday, but | got angry 
with Annie because she sternly and gnidely told me to uge an 
L-Cart when l’m much faster using my cart. | explained thig to 
her and ghe kept rudely gaying “How much genge does it 
make to not use it? That makes no senge HUH?” | was 
fuming, but | held my anger the best | could. Charles watched 
the whole ordeal, leading me to believe he wag responsible for 
starting it, and walked over to interrupt before things 
escalated. Both Charles and Nellie gaid that Annie 
approached me calmly and | got irritated for no apparent 
reagon. Obviously, they were covering for her. | held my anger 
back and went to the restroom to calm down. | worked in 
grocery for part of the day, then they moved me to dairy, 
putting me in the hardest areas for the fourth work day that 
week. . 

Today, Charles, Nellie, and Annie are on shift. { wag placed in 
frozen, one of the two most physically demanding areas in 
the store, for the fifth work day. We've run 6 WHOLE 
PALLETS and we have one lett. 7 pallets in one night! Not 
only that, but they expect us to help Troy finigh up our work in 
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the morning after having to take time out of gaid work to get 
carte, and still zone multiple areas. If it doesn't get done, it’s 
not my problem. 
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O5/OZ/ 2022 


Today, Mark and Pap are on ghift. Pap gaid during the 
meeting that he wants to talk to me. So far, he’s bothered me 
multiple times, going through what [ have on the floor and 
asking about where l’m working and what I’m up to ag though 
he’s worried I'll glack off but go far he hagn’t talked to me. 
He geeme to be putting it off. Maybe l’m geting fired? 
Maybe | migged a meal punch? | don't care either way, | just 
don’t like when people appoint something and stall. Mark 
placed me in Lawn & Garden at firgt, | completed 2. pallets 
that [ pulled out mygelf, and Mark moved me to Toys, where 
(’m working on stocking Lego gets. I’m on firgt break 
currently, it's 12:24. Im relieved to be placed somewhere 
eagy to get a break from busting my hip. m still breezing 
through these areag though and stocking everything. There 
wag already a pallet of Toys overstock on the floor, it’s 
migmatched and poorly tacked. (What isn’t poorly stacked at 
Walmart?) When | pulled the toys pallet out, half of it fell and [ 
had to restack it. | expected the getback, considering it 
always happens after the teenagers on second shift are 
working in the loading docks. They can’t stack a pallet. [’m 
not gaying l'm any different, but | can at least gtack it to 
where it doesn’t lean againgt the wall it’s parked near and 
falle immediately when you pull it. 
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05/03/2022 


Today, Mark and Pap are on shitt. | wag placed in grocery, 
and go far lve completed two carts, and [’m about [/Srd of 
the way through my third. So far, I’ve made $67 on YouTube 
thig month, go I’m wanting to put all of thoge funds and any 
money | can gave up toward a desktop PC. If | can continue 
the gerieg that’s currently racking up thoge hundreds of 
thougande of views, | could generate more revenue to 
continue improving the channel. 
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05/04/2022 


Today ig our FRIDAY! Mark, Nellie, and Pap are on shift. 
Nellie placed me in pets originally, where | worked with 
another agsociate to complete tour pallets. | completed three, 
and wag gent to chemicals by lunch. l'm currently on lunch, 
and it's 3:09 am. ['ll have to helo Bob complete the last two 
or three chemical pallets before zoning pets. I’ve been 
dragging all night. I'd give anything to be able to sleep three 
days out of the week and only work four, but { wouldn't be 
able to live off of a poverty paycheck. 
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05/07/2022 


Today, Charles and Nellie are on shift. Annie ig on leave for 
whatever reagon. Charles placed me in frozen with Troy and 
William, where we knocked out 5 pallets before lunch. It’s 
currently 2:49 am. Charles now hag me in chemicale, which 
ig where I’m supposed to start working once I’ve finighed 
cleaning up frozen after lunch. Things are going relatively ok 
tonight, it hagn’t been too rough. My hip i killing me, and lm 
pretty certain | pulled a muscle or something in my shoulder. 
[ve thought about getting my shoulders X-Rayed to gee if | 
could have a similar joint deformity in my arms. It’ gurpriging 
to me that despite my hip problems, the root cauge went 
undetected for 2O years. 
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05/05/2022 


Today, Charles ig on shift. He placed me in frozen with William 
and Troy. We began with 7 tall pallet, we're now down to 
one. lve had geveral more cartg than the other two aigleg, and 
('m not having an eagy time keeping up. | usually save the 
large pizza boxes for last, and they've piled up quickly. There 
haven't been many fries, but the freezer that houses the 
uncrustables wag completely empty, and after a little work it’s 
now full. My hip hag been killing me all night long, I've been 
gwinging pallets and boxes around left and right. Since it’s 
Mother’s Day, they get out a cake, some candies, and cardg 
in the break room. It’s a very nice and rare gesture, but 
unappreciated since thoge who made the gesture are 
migtreating associates daily. [f | owned a large corporation, 
every single bottom tier worker would be paid a minimum of 
$85k per year, which ign't anywhere near the most Walmart 
can afford ag a minimum, yet their minimum ig around $2O0k. 
My galary ig $15.50 per hour, or a bit over $3Ok per year. 
With Paula’g income combined with mine, we make cloger to 
$70k per year total, which barely covers our bills since rent, 
electric, and ingurance hag gkyrocketed. I've been driving 
gince | wag 4, ve driven from one end of the 
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US to another, and a lot in between, never had a single 
accident, and my insurance still makes me pay a high rate 
because l’m 20. 6 years of accident free experience means 
nothing | guess’? | even drive the interstate daily to get to 
work, l’ve driven on the smallest country roadg to the largest 
intergtateg and highways. 

| ended up finishing before William or Troy, and I'm on lunch. 
te currently 2:55 am. | had to go get carts. While | wag out 
there, Annie’s daughter’s boyfriend, Joshua, ran over my foot 
with a large mound of carts, and lm certain it wag intentional. 
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05/09/2022 


Today, Mark ig on shift alone. He placed me in pets, and 
before firgt break, | ran all three pallets on the floor and pulled 
back the overstock. I’m on break, it’g {2:30 am, and once | 
return to work I'll have to track down Mark to get my next 
aggignment. 

He ended up placing me in chemicals. | finighed 2 pallets of 
chemicale and moved on. | pulled the chemical overstock back 
to the backroome and threw my cardboard in the bailer, then 
went to check on Paula. She worked infante until later in the 
night, when they moved her to toys to cover for one of the 
Dlaintield trangferg that called out last minute and lett at 
5am. We zoned infants, Al2 & Al3 in grocery, each endcap, 
and pets. The mod team wag rearranging the products in pets, 
go we could only do 2 out of 3 aisles. It’s currently 7:42 
am. We forgot to clock out, but it’s too late now. We’re home. 
(‘Il have to mention something about it tomorrow 
unfortunately. Apparently a lot of the warehouge workers are 
struggling to keep up with our work load and many of them 
are quitting, degpite the fact that they make alrnost $50k- 
$80k per year, while we make around $30k per year, and 
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they're lazy. The supervigorg have stated several times that 
they'll be fired if the Plainfield workers don’t pick up their 
pace, but they won't. Theyre being lazy on purpose and 
collecting a fat check while ug “wage slaves” have to foot the 
bill when it comes to doing the work that they refuse to do. 
[t’¢ really a gad gituation, and only gerveg to discourage and 
obliterate the work ethics of the actual hard workers like me 
and Paula. Then again, it’s Walmart, everything here ig 
designed to digcourage you from being a hard worker. 

Algo, sorry { haven't been logging much recently, lve been 
utterly exhausted with no real hope of recovery. Between 
catching up with housework on the weekends and working 
45-50 houre during the week, it seeme rare that | get any 
meaningful rest and rejuvenation. | know that God ig with me 
on thig, but jugt like every other time in my life that ('ve shared 
with you all in thig autobiographical geries, | don't see how 
God could make a way through this, but [ know he can and he 
will, and [ trust that wholeheartedly. I’ve recently been 
etruggling with cussing, at it seems that nearly every time lve 
tackled it, it'll return. [t’¢ very frugtrating, but with prayer and 
repentance | firmly believe I'll overcome both my cugsing and 
my boutg of anger. [ve been asking God recently to help me 
keep calm when coworkers of gupervigorg are going about 
their antics. 
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05/10/2022 


Today, Mark and Pap are on shift. Mark placed me in 
chemicale with Straton, which 'm not happy about, but l’ve 
managed go far. I’ve ran nearly 2 pallets and Straton hag ran 
about half a pallet. ve already emptied my cart because of 
the large amount of cardboard from breaking down thoge 
large laundry detergent boxes. Things are going slow today. | 
have to drive down to Kentucky tomorrow. We're vigiting 
Daula’e family in Vergaillee. We'll mogt likely stay in the 
Holiday Inn nearby. They alway have a great complimentary 
breaktast in the mornings with good sausage and bigcuits. 
They even have milk cartons like school lunch cafeterias. 
After finighing 3 pallets in chemical, Mark had me help the 
associates in pets finigh out their freight. | wag then placed in 
grocery, where | finighed out the night. Me and Paula zoned 
Chemicals, Toys, and CM. Mark wag going to have us help in 
Al2 & AIS, but changed hig mind. Many of the new 
associates from Plaintield have been calling out frequently, 
leaving us to pick up their slack and do even more work. We 
told Mark that we wanted to take 3 hours or go of leave 
tomorrow go we can rest before | have to drive to Kentucky. 
[+’¢ currently :57 pm, and I'm ready to go to bed. | decided 
to go back and finish logging the rest of the day. | still have 
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Volumes |-3 to finigh. Shambles ig nearly complete, but Paula 
ig editing the photos, and it’s taking time. Forever You'll Be ig 
around 38 pages in, and I’m hitting some brutal writer's 
blocke, especially due to my declining memory. No Man’g 
Road only has it’s preliminary pages prepared, with the rest 
of the book blank and ready to be recounted. Thig book ig 
filled. So far, it’s content ig gecond only to Shambles in terme 
of volume. 
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O5/14/2022 


Today, Charles, Annie, & Nellie are on ghift. | wag placed in 
grocery for a change! I've already ran two carte, but 
remembering when Annie got mad at the way | work, I’ve 
been having to take one thing at a time off of my top stock 
cart ingtead of down stacking in order. | would've easily had 
4 carts completed by now. It’s not my problem, | specifically 
warned them that | work best by downstacking items in order 
and that’s the way I’m most productive and they've chosen to 
ignore that. 

[ finighed up with 5 carts and placed all of my overstock on 
an L-cart. We have to zone goon. We vigited Kentucky over 
the weekend and stayed in the Holiday Inn in Versailles. We're 
zoning [3 & 14, and 16 & I7 in grocery. 
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O5/15/, 2077. 


Today, Charlee and Annie are on shift. 'm working in frozen 
unfortunately, where we've ran & pallets go far, and we have 
one cart left for each of the three frozen aigles. I’m algo 
zoning frozen. A girl Paula ig working with claimed she wag 
pregnant and wag gent home, go now Paula ig stuck doing all 
of the work in HBA and she’s not happy about it. 
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05/16/2022 


Today, Mark and Annie are on shift. Mark placed me in Lawn 
& Garden where | completed 2 pallets. The then placed me in 
Hardware, where | completed yet another 2. pallets. Lagtly, he 
placed me in stationary to finigh out the night. [t’¢ about time 
to zone again, it’s 514 am. I’m zoning lawn & garden and 
Daula’s zoning toys. We'll be zoning together, ag we always 
do since it’s faster. 
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OBAL/ 2022 


| don’t have much time gince it’s 5:09 am and we're on last 
break, but today, Mark and Annie are on shift. Mark placed 
me in chemicale with 3 pallets, which | finally completed by 
4:30 arn. Annie immediately told me to go help in paper, 
where | finighed their pallet and helped run their cart. I've 
dumped 2 tall carts of cardboard tonight, which ig a good 
amount. Apparently one of the Nellie’ are leaving because 
they had ug gign a card for her. | wag alone in chemicalg and 
still managed to complete 3 pallets, and typically 2. people 
can only knock out about 5. Paula worked in infants all night 
and that’s where we have to zone. Then we're zoning 
chemicals, of courge. My hip hag been throbbing and my feet 
have been throbbing paintully nearly all week. Cod ig giving me 
tremendous strength to pull through thig week. | feel he’s put 
blinders on me to ghield me from worrying about the coming 
weeke or work and hardship. l’m not a very great man and | 
don’t always manage to get it right, and in fact, in the famous 
words of Johnny Cash: “lm the biggest sinner of them all.” 
But l’ve been fighting my anger and cugging head on, and I’ve 
been going to Cod in prayer frequently to battle my habits and 
overcome them. l’m walking with God and doing my best to 
follow hig commands, and recently he’s revealed a lot of truth 
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in gcripture. He’s humbled me. | used to think | wag wige when 
it came to theology and the Bible, but God hag shown me 
things recently that 've never even considered. | currently 
believe that Cod’s purpose for my life ig to help me build thig 
nonprofit organization l’m trying to officiate, and to feed and 
clothe the poor and feed their gpirit with the gospel. I've 
gurrendered to him, and wether this ig hig will for my lite or 
not, [ want him to direct me to what he wante. | always knew 
there wag 4 reagon that God didn’t let me die on a nooge, he 
didn’t let me get shot, he didn’t let me give up, and he didn’t 
let me grow cold and callous. [ jugt never knew the reagon, 
and perhaps | won't truly know for a while. Jesus has been 
my friend longer than anyone. He’s always been there to 
comfort me and help me when no one elge would even look in 
my direction. lve gtumbled greatly over these pagt two or 
three yearg, and I’ve starting to come back to him again. All | 
can do ig have faith that my God, my Redeemer, my father, 
and my loving friend will walk with me through it all, thick and 
thin. 


2) 


05/70/7022 


| haven't written in a good while due to exhaustion. Our 
Monday, the 2st, | completed 6 carts of grocery. | wag algo 
the only asgociate to complete their aigle’s workload, which 
mine wag probably the heaviest with 5 topstock carts loaded 
to the brim. Yesterday, | completed 6 pallets of frozen with 
William. Pap wag on shift on the 2Igt, and we'll have Annie 
the rest of the week. Charles had been very rude and 
aggressive toward Vaula, ag well ag two of her coworkers, 
for geemingly no reagon. Mark, Annie, and Nellie are here 
today, and Mark placed me in paper. | have multiple pallets, it 
looke like a heavy load of freight but | don’t really think it ig. 
The gmall paper aisle ig filled with gmaller items that take 
much longer to place on shelves, which ig going to take up 
most of my time. The paper towel and toilet paper packe are 
quick and eagy to put away, ag long ag you can figure out 
where they belong, I've completed three carte that were from 
the Pet aisle pallets, and two pallets of big paper. The bottom 
of the gecond pallet ig emall paper, which ig taking me longer 
tO run. 
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05/26/2022 


[tg been a while since my lagt entry. | had to call out Friday 
because of excessive pain. | went to the 44.0 Union Clinic 
that | uge under dad’s Union ingurance and found out | have 
to get surgery. They algo prescribed me strong antibiotics to 
kill the infection and a different antidepressant since my last 
one started to mesg with my head. This particular one ig gaid 
to algo help with PTSD from what the nurge practitioner who 
gaw me gaid. Today ig my firet day on the new medicine and | 
feel slightly different. 

Charleg and Nellie are on ghift today. They placed me in juice 
and water today surprigingly. | have 3 pallets of freight, with 
most of it being Gatorade. There’s a section where I’m 
working that can be stocked with Gatorade, ag well ag a 
section in the seasonal aisle of grocery. | asked Charles if 
there were any other locationg gince they're both filled up for 
multiple flavore of Gatorade, and he gaid he'll look and let me 
know when | get off break. It’s currently (2:45 am, the week 
hag just begun, ag well ag the night. Since Ul have to get 
surgery goon lll be out of work for a week, but even with a 
doctor’s note ['m still not gure they'll approve the unpaid time 
off for my recovery, they may just fire me over a surgery. 
Yeg, thig ig illegal under labor lawg, but when Paula broke 
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geven ribg working with heavy boxes here, Annie not only 
denied Paula’s request to file for worker’s compensation, 
which wag an illegal offenge on Annie’s part, but she algo told 
her to figure out her own leave or ghe’d be fired, and forcibly 
threw her out of the store. | angrily explained to them that we 
wouldn't have the means to pay the rent on our apartment, 
which we were still preparing to move into at the time, but 
they didn’t care. | learned very quickly that no one here could 
care lege if you even died tragically. 
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06/01/2022 


Yet again, | haven't written in a while. As per the usual, I’ve 
been too exhausted to do anything but soldier through work 
and get home. Today | was placed in paper by Nellie. She 
sternly told me to complete all of the freight by midnight, 
which raised my blood pressure. There’s no reagon to start 
the night out with being rude. Straton was supposed to help, 
but he lett to go do Lord only knows what. { completed 5 tall 
palletg of paper alone, and by midnight | had the pallets pulled 
into the backroom and the excesg freight that belonged to 
other departments given to the aggociates who were running 
gaid departments. Everything ig cleaned up, but now they 
want me in chemicalg for whatever reason. They really 
shouldn’t expect me to throw my back out trying to finish 8 
hours of work in 2 hours on my lagt workday after I’ve gpent 
the lagt 4 dayg throwing my back out for 9+ hours daily, 
then continue to perform well until morning. | don’t get paid 
enough for this... for me to make a career of this { would need 
an absolute minimum of $30 an hour to put up with this. 

| can’t exactly recall the events of the last few days, go | 
couldn’t record them here, but we've been bugy working hard 
and getting things done. | remember yesterday | ran grocery, 
and that wag a nightmare since everyone wag running around 
the aisles and getting in each other’s way trying to stock. 


06/02/2072 


Today ig our Sunday, go we’re not working. Though, we may 
never work at Walmart again. I’ve contracted MRSA, a 
deadly infection that spreads through the body quickly and 
can kill within a month. Thankfully, the doctor caught it in 
time, go I’m on gtrong antibiotics. | gtill have to get my 
surgery eventually. 'm having symptoms like a fever, chille, 
headache, naugea, and these are all signe of MRSA being 
worge than what’ treatable with regular antibiotice. Some of 
the symptome have diminished, but ("ll gtill have to call the 
doctor, they may have me go through a blood test to 
determine if the infection ig in my blood. lf go, they'll 
hogpitalize me and give me antibiotics through an IV. | hate 
needles in general, go if [ have an IV in my arme for a few 
dayg, it'll feel like years. At thig point ('m ready to do 
whatever it takes to get over thie illnegs, I’m guffering greatly. 
When | wag at the park earlier before taking the meds, 5 
different butterflies circled me for a bit before flying away. 
Daula told me thig ig a sign that your guardian Angel ig 
watching over you. | believe Cod knew l’m about to suffer and 
gent me a sign that Ul be ok. We're having to move in with my 
parentg gince thege medical bille will strip ug of our ability to 
pay rent. If we live with them for a few months we'll not only 
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be able to pay off all of our debt (finally) but we'll gave up for 
the cloging cost on a house. My credit score ig slowly going 
up, and | only need it to be 640 for a VA loan, it’s already 
675. It’s not back to 697, but it’s getting there! If | pull 
through thig infection, it’s only by the grace of Cod himeelf. | 
sincerely believe the only reagon I’m alive ig God. He hag a 
plan, he clearly wantg me to do something in this life, {just 
don’t know what. It could be anything from helping one 
person to helping the entire world. Only time will tell. 
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06/05/2022 


Today, we had no choice but to call out. [ wag running a fever 
of [02°F | had to stay out and try to get rid of it. | gpent all 
night uging cold ragg, a lukewarm shower, medicine, and 
water to try and bring it down. Finally | eweat it out. ’m not 
gure if | caught Paula’s covid or if my MRSA spread to my 
blood, lll have to call the doctor after today (since it’s a 
Sunday) and ask if they could check just to be gafe. I’m fine 
with going into a little more debt if it keeps me from dying. I've 
had covid a few times, but never thig bad. Paula suggested it 
could be my immune gystem being weakened from fighting 
MRSA, so does that mean my antibiotic could loge 
effectiveness? Not gure, I'll have to check in with the clinic. 
Walmart will fire ug if we call out one more time, which ig 
ridiculous. You can be sick and dying like me and they won't 
even bother to give you UNPAID time off! I’m literally fighting 
for my life and if | don’t go to work my life ig ruined because | 
won't have a home and my bille will be late, | can’t afford any 
of that. [f my bille are late it'll hit my credit score and ['ll never 
get a houge or anything elge for that matter, not even an 
apartment. Even the ghetto apartments we checked before 
renting thig one required a decent credit score. Mine wag 
about 675 and they wouldn't accept it, which makes their 
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trashy complex a circus, but that’s beside the point. We're 
glaveg to Walmart. The reason why | gay this ig, only slaves 
are forced to work with no other options regardless of wether 
they're dying or not. Thig ig ridiculoug, and making ug work 
doegn't help anyone since neither of ug can hardly do 
anything at all. They’d be better off letting ug go home. 
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06/10/2022 


So we couldn't go through Sedgwick, Walmart’s leave system. 
No one angwers their phones, and their app and website both 
don’t work at all. Our bogs let ug take the time off anyways. 
We found out the antibiotic wag the culprit, it wag causing me 
to have an allergic reaction. The reaction gave me [03° 
fevers, headaches, naugea, a 125 bpm heart rate. [t nearly 
killed me, { had to take Benadryl and stop the medicine 
immediately once we figured out the iggue. | managed to make 
it out alive and ok. I’m taking clindamycin and some other 
antibiotic. | have to take them until the [Sth. So we kept our 
jobs, our bille are paid, and we don’t have to move. That alone 
ig a miracle, but the fact that | gurvived the antibiotic reaction 
ig incredible. | wag facing fevers on and off daily, { couldn't 
gleep, | could've had a heart attack. In the Hendricks county 
emergency room they told me it could be MRSA or it could be 
the antibiotic. They didn’t even bother really trying to get to 
the bottom of things and figure out what the real issue wag to 
correct it. [f we weren't smarter than the nurge practitioner 
that prescribed Sulfatrim to me, a patient who's allergic to 
penicillin, 'd be dead. What a crazy week it’s been. I'm just 
glad it’s over and life ig moving again. 


520 


06/II/2022 


Apparently Annie, Nellie, Charles, Pap, and Mark all have to 
work 5 days thig week. Today wag Annie’s last day, so we 
won't have to deal with her for the rest of the week. Pap on 
the other hand ig here to stay. | spent the majority of the night 
in grocery, running 3 carts and 2 pallets worth of freight. At 
the lagt minute, they decided to move me to frozen, where | 
had to put up a pallet of middle aigle freight. Then, | put up a 
cart of ice cream into a freezer that wag malfunctioning. Troy 
mentioned it wag at 6O°F. That’s more than enough to melt 
anything we were placing in there, but Charles and Pap gaid 
not to worry about it. Oh well, it’s not my problem | guegs. 
99% of the freight in that freezer should’ve been thrown out, 
but they'll keep it for profit, even if it makes the general public 
sick. 
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06/13/2022 


Today, Pap, Charles, and Mark are on shift. Mark placed me 
and Paula both in grocery, where we've been running 16/17 
aigle carte all night long. So far thig week, l’ve been having to 
uge my breake to take my antibiotics. I’ve algo had to wake up 
at 4pm and take my antibioticg before heading back to sleep, 
then getting back up at Spm tor work. The antibioticg are 
getting harder to stomach, and I’m excited for when | no 
longer have to take ther. Everyone’s been avoiding ug and 
treating ug different since Paula called out with COVID. She 
called out to engure | didn’t die of a high fever of a heart 
attack, go it’s funny to watch people stumble over their 
ignorance of a situation they have no involvement in. 
Apparently Paula’s application to a daycare was accepted. 
We'll have to wait and gee how much they pay before she'll be 
willing to accept. { personally think ghe shouldn't gettle for 
anything leg than $16 an hour, especially considering we 
make $15.50 here. She should go for a raige, even if it’s only 
light. Yegterday | gpent all night putting up frozen. We kept 
begging for help, and none came, go we had to haul around 
with only 2 men putting up every last box of our 6 pallets of 
freight. The freezerg have been melting the ice cream for days 
now and we informed Charleg about a week ago. He told us 
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to continue stocking the ice cream, go we did. They just 
threw out and eggentially wasted over 7 carte worth of ice 
cream, popsicles, ete. Oh well, we tried to warn them. 
Yesterday was probably the worst day lll have thig week, let’s 
hope. 

So Charles just tried to interrogate us. We finighed up with 
our stocking duties and | our carte to the back while Paula 
got rid of a couple topstock carts. | noticed the bailer wag 
full, and | didn’t have time to worry with it. As per what [ve 
been told to do by the higher ups, | cut the bags of plastic off 
of our carts and threw then away. | then left the carts of 
cardboard. The maintenance supervisor was aggravated that 
he (thought for some reagon) he had to clean up our 
cardboard, go after he yelled at Charlee, Charles decided to 
come lecture us. I’ve been tested nearly every day at this job, 
but this ig one of the final straws. He agked Paula if we left 
the cardboard in the back. “Yes.” “Why did you do that?” 
“Because we were told to leave our cardboard if the bailerg 
are full. We were told that during orientation.” “Well, | don’t 
know who told you that, but don’t ever do that again, ok? We 
took care of it thig time.” It took a lot for me to git there and 
not take the lid off of my anger. It may geem like a gmall thing 
to blow up over, but my anger toward this corporation and 
our gupervigorg had been bubbling over for months now. | 
make $15.50 an hour, l’m not paid enough to be spoken to 
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like a dog. 'm not a corporate slave, and | refuge to be one. | 
kept the cap on my anger, but I'm going to start looking into 
gecurity jobs now. Every job I've had hag treated me with 
nothing but disrespect and rage. Rage that | had no part in 
festering up. At thig job, the rage stems from me not allowing 
the managers to speak to me digregpecttully. That’s a huge 
reason why they hate me and my wife both. | need to find a 
job that | either enjoy, that [’m treated like a human being in, 
or that ['m paid well in. I’m fine with any of thoge perks being 
a part of my next job, but staying here where we're treated 
like slaves, exhaustingly overworked, and grossly underpaid, ig 
a stupid migtake. 
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06/14/2022 


Today, Pap and Mark are on ghift. Pap actually gave the 
gpeech today, and put me in grocery. Paula’s in infants. I've 
ran 3 carts of grocery go far. | had to help customers a few 
timeg before the store clogeg, but other than that it’s been a 
calm and gomewhat boringly uneventful night. We still don’t 
know our zoneg, gince Pap couldn't make a decision on 
zones during the meeting. He blamed it on aggociates calling 
out, apparently a minimum of five hadn't shown up by 
[O:20pm. It’s 12:26am, | switched my medicine times 
around. Ingtead of taking it at (2am, Sam, and 4pm, lm now 
taking it at Spm, 4am, and 2pm. | figured it may very well 
work beter this way gince | won't have to wake up at torn. 
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06/19/2022 


My book “Shambles” ig finally finiched and published! | 
publighed it today. Today, Nellie, Charles, Annie, and Pap are 
on shift. Nellie placed me in Juice & water, where Charles 
corrected me on a few things | did yesterday. He gaid | put 
gome things in the wrong gpot, which | have yet to notice. 
Yesterday the freezers and coolers all went out. We gpent a 
few hourg of our shift pulling every bit of meat, cheese, 
galadg, etc. out of the coolers. | proceeded to completely run 
my freight even after taking geveral hours of my time helping 
them gave a bit of freight and trash the regt. [ had 2 1/2 
pallets of juice and water yesterday, and | have two large 
pallets today. I’ve run about | 1/2, with [/2 a pallet to go. We 
were offered a couple hours of overtime yesterday ag well, 
and reluctantly we accepted it. We worked for about 2O 
minuteg with about 7 other overtime volunteers. After thig, 
everyone up to the coaches left us to finish the work alone. 
They stayed for 20 minutes, we ended up staying for 3 
hours. We left and clocked out at !O:'7 or go yesterday. With 
thig overtime, our check should be much larger than what 
were about to receive. We're getting about $600 apiece for 
2 weekg of work, all because of my MRSA infection. | just 
took my last doge of antibiotice at Spm before coming to 
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work. I've been on probiotics for a couple days now, go 
hopefully that gets me back on track with my digestive 
gystem. Even the acting store manager noticed we were 
working hard yesterday and told us to take it easy and not 
overdo it thig week once we told him we have 4 days left. He 
figured we'd volunteered becauge we didn’t work today. Hig 
face wag in pure shock when we told him we were doing all 
that work cleaning out thoge coolers and bunkers on top of 
working the next 4 days. 

So Charles decided to check my overstock. He found 2 items 
that weren't true overstock, and maybe lO that were, but he 
wants to push things out. He wantg me to shove things on the 
chelveg past their allotted capacity. So Nellie and Annie came 
by and jumped onto me over my overstock. | got angry with 
ther and told them about how I’ve been fixing 2nd shift’s 
plugg all night, meaning ['ve been fixing different itemg that 
have been placed in the wrong location, which bars me from 
being able to put up the correct freight in gaid location. | algo 
got angry over the fact that the overstock was not only nit 
picking, but wag implying they wanted things plugged! 
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06/20/2072 


Before work | brought dad hig Father’s Day card. It wag a 
neat litle pop up card that we signed. Today, Pap, Charles, 
and Mark are on shift. Paula wag thrown into A {O/Il and I'm 
in AI2/13. [2/13 ig pasta, pizza ingredients, sauce, sardines, 
tuna figh, etc. [have 3 carte stacked to the brim with freight. 
[+ ghouldn’t be an iggue however, considering | have a track 
record of completing 6 or more carts of grocery freight in a 
night. (’m glad thig ig our Srd work day, after today we only 
have 2 more. { go today for my gurgery consultation at Sar. 
It’g 10:54 on, the gtore will cloge goon. I’m not looking 
forward to surgery, but at least | can uge my PTO | have 
gaved up to take off a week and relax while | heal, aesuming 
it’ that bad. They gaid if | have tracts that run into my 
integtines from infection they'll have to cut them, but on my 
CT gcan from when | was hospitalized for my antibiotic 
reaction they said it appeared to just be two surface level 
abeceses that could be fixed with glue. Hopefully that’s the 
cage, I'd gtill take a few days OTO, but maybe not a full week. 
They'd gurely approve it for a surgery... 

Well, | have freight to run and stories to ligten to while | work, 
('d better get back to the grind gince the store ig nearly 
cloged. 
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06/21/2022 


Today, Mark and Pap are on ghift. Mark placed me in Juice 
& water, and gave me Al6/I’7 ag a zone. Daula’s been in 
grocery all night going slower than ugual to avoid having to 
move to AlO/II with Straton, an aggociate who’g rude to 
anyone but Joel. I’ve completed 2 pallets of juice & water, 
and it’g only let break. It’s 12:47am, we took our break 
relatively late, but it allows ug to get more done since we're 
already in a working rhythm. When you come back from break 
and stand back up on your feet it feels like your body wants 
to force you to slow down a bit. 

Ag it turng out { don’t need gurgery. | went to my 
appointment for surgery and they told me that since [’m 
healing it would be worge to get a gurgery than just cleaning 
the infected area in ite current tate. | decided to take the 
general gurgery department's number and call them back 
chould any future iggueg arige while trying to care for my 
wound. We're hoping it healg entirely and we just have to keep 
the affected area clean to avoid enabling the infection to 
return in the future. 

[ finighed my last pallet, { only had a few items lett. { completed 
3 pallets of juice & water quickly and moved on to grocery, 
where | helped Paula finigh up a pallet of fruit. We 
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then gtarted on our zone in Al6/I7, and now we're on break. 
t’g 5:07am. My trash was overflowing by the end of the 
night. [t geeme like every time | work in juice & water, and 
thig ig the Srd time thig week | have, my bag of plastic tragh 
always fille to the brim, then starts ripping. | have to tie off 
the ripped portions and throw it away in the middle of my 
work. To throw it away | have to walk to the other side of the 
guper center, which takes up my time, even when { march like 
[ did in my army days. 
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06/22/2022 


Today, Mark, Pap, and Nellie are on shift. Nellie threw me into 
paper, and told me to move to pets when { wag done. | told 
Bob, the associate working in pets, that | would only have to 
complete one pallet before coming over to help hirn. | 
completed that one pallet, then went to the restroom. When | 
returned, there were 3 more waiting tor me. Someone on Cap 
2. (second shift) had brought me pallets way too late. [ ran all 
3 quickly, congolidated my overstock onto one pallet, and 
started on pets. | completed a full pallet of 4Olb bagg of dog 
food, and a break pack of little dog collarg, toyg, figh tank 
filterg, etc. It’s 449 am, and even after finishing pets they 
till want me to help the kid working in Chemicals. Thig gtore 
ig filled to the brim with stupid pride themed products. Pride 
Oreos, pride dog leashes, pride great value ice cream. This 
gtore ig supporting degeneracy on all levels of society. 

We visited my parents, and ag we were on our way home we 
gaw aman ona motorized wheelchair driving down the center 
of our lane. | had to swerve around him. Paula called the non 
emergency number to get him gome help. He seemed like an 
older man that may have been mentally digabled and lost. We 
pray he's ok. 
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06/20/2022 


Today ig Thurgday, which of course ig our lagt day off tor the 
week. | went to my job interview today at [2:30 with 
Securitas, the gecurity company that was interested in my 
application. The interviewer geemed almost reverent of the 
fact that (’m a veteran, and told me that | meet all of their 
company’s criteria for a very high paying job site, a prigon in 
the middle of Indianapolis. ('d be a security officer tacked with 
guarding the prigon, monitoring the activity of prisoners and 
communicating with the gtate-hired guard if any iggueg 
should arige. Thig could be a very lucrative employment 
opportunity for me. The interviewer did inform me however 
that while he wag recommending me for that gite due to my 
prior experience in the military and security with Nolan, he 
couldn't guarantee | would get that particular location. The 
site pays $18 an hour, and if 'm placed somewhere that pays 
$13-417, Securitas’s typical pay range, | won't be able to 
accept their employment offer. That ig, unless it payg above 
$15.50, then it’s definitely still worth considering. 
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06/24/2022 


Yesterday, which wag Thurgday, we man multiple errands. 
After the interview, Paula went to get a drug test tor her job. 
We then went to an AT&T store because they gent yet 
another bill after swearing up and down that my $323 debt 
with them over a router that { gent back anyways and that 
they replace for free, the bill was $87.78. When we called, 
they asked for a pasword get on the account and wouldn't 
give ug any information without it. The bill wasn’t a scam and 
we made gure of it, but there’s no way we could’ve owed it. | 
shouldn’t have had to pay the $197 to regolve the original 
debt in the firgt place since | gent back their stupid router, 
but now they're still hounding me for $87.78, which stil 
doesn't add up to the original debt of $323. | can’t get a 
straight angwer out of any of their employees either. | just 
paid the debt before they gent it to collections, but warned 
them that if it happens again | have ample evidence now to 
gubmit in a court cage againgt them. ['ll take them for 
everything | can get if they try screwing me a fourth time. I'll 
never deal with AT&T or uge their services ag long as | live, 
and | recommend you do the same. 

We then went to the library where we printed of 274 pages 
of my military medical records. | didn’t realize the 
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gravity of what | wag doing before | hit print. The library 
patrong that were waiting to print simple forme were annoyed 
with me when | had to stand next to the printer for 2O 
minutes while it shot out hundreds of pages. | brought them all 
home, sifted through them, and placed each one in a pile that 
corresponds to what VA digability claimg case they relate to. 
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06/25/2022 


Today, Annie, Nellie, and Charles are on shift. Charles placed 
me in Juice & Water with only a pallet and a half of freight. 
Unfortunately, the majority of the freight looks mixed, and 
most of it looke gmaller, meaning it'll take more time to put 
away because it’s more tedious. Paula’s working in grocery 
right next to Arnie, and every time I've worked in juice & 
water lve been working right next to Joghua. Interestingly 
enough, they seem to watch us while we work, and they have 
a history of reporting things to Charleg and Annie as if 
they’re gecret agents. They must think they're working for 
the CIA. | thought we were all working tor Walmart but | 
mugt've been mistaken. ['ll start on Juice & Water and try to 
finish out by the end of the night. It’s 10:22 pm. Charles gave 
ug AlO/Il, Juice & Water, and all of Toys to zone. That’s an 
incredibly large zone, even for two people. If he expects it to 
be done, he shouldn't get hig hopes up. They're just ghoving 
the workload on us ag much ag possible knowing we're 
leaving soon. We should’ve never had the common courtesy to 
tell them, they wouldn't be able to repay ug with digregpect 
and abuse. 

(‘ve completed all of my freight but the very bottom layer of a 
pallet, that would be the full one and a half pallet gave for a 
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couple boxes of juice. Before | ran my freight down to even 
half a pallet, Charles came by with hig electric jack and two 
pallets of water and told me to run them once I’m done. So 
my current prescribed workload for today ig around 3 \/2 
pallets. Apparently they're algo making a “taco bar” for lunch, 
which might not be any good, especially considering the way 
a lot of the men in their 4.0’¢ that work in dairy will 
practically gpit in the food they get during these little 
“company cookouts.” Thats the main reagon why they're 
ugually the only ones to grab any food. It’s currently 
(2:53am, nearly time to return to work. The two pallets 
Carlog wants me to run after the rest of my juice & water 
freight ig a pallet of distilled great value water, and a pallet of 
parent's choice baby water that lll have to stock on an end 
cap in infants. These two should go fairly quickly compared to 
the regt of my freight, go I’m not gure what they'll do with me 
afterwards. 

[ finighed up the distilled water pallet and moved on to the last 
one, the distilled water for infants. The ghelveg are nearly 
empty, but it'll probably run quick regardlegs. We went outside 
to get carte, and because of my hip impingement Paula let’s 
me gteer our cart line while ghe pughes. We push cart lines the 
length of two corralg, getting the job done fagter than anyone 
elge by a long shot. The guys were all giving me backhanded 
ingulte about it, gaying things like “Oh don’t gtrain yourgelf!” 
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“You working hard there?” Meanwhile the maintenance guys 
don’t even push the carts without their machine, and the 
associates pull in maybe 4 carts at a time, meanwhile we 
take in full corralg, and | gteer from the back, which meang 
('m pulling the long line in different directions, something 
Daula’s barely strong enough to do. | algo have a much heavier 
work load than most of the guys that ingulted me. Paula’e 
been threatening to beat Arnie to a pulp ag well. l’ve had 
probleme in the pagt with her ag have many agsociates, but 
che hag Charles under her thumb go much that no one can do 
anything. She girls ingults at her fellow aggociates and 
gcreame at them ag though she’s the CEO of Walmart. Our 
work environment ig beyond toxic, and no one should ever 
devalue themgelves enough to work here voluntarily. Every 
human being ig worth more than thig wretched place. 

So they made Tacos and Paula insigted on eating them to 
congerve our lunches, thug congerving money. The tacog 
weren't bad and they had a few little packe of cookies. They, 
of courge, can't buy my loyalty or forgivenese for their 
inexcugable behavior with little treats. (’m not a dog. Under 
any other circumstances I'd dearly appreciate the sentiment, 
but much like when me and Paula used to work under Matt 
Flynn, owner of Dino Stroll (now known ag Dino & Dragon 
Stroll) they attempt to buy your loyalty and forgiveness for 
their migtreatment, incompetence, disrespect, abusivenegs, 
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abuse of power, and illegal business practices with little treatg 
guch ag their cookouts, which ig usually a gmall amount of 
gometimes properly cooked food, or little packets of cookies, 
or gnackg, or doughnuts, almost all of which typically come 
from the gtore’s inventory. They'll occasionally get Krigny 
Kreme doughnuts, which I'd ageurne may be some gort of free 
giveaway or gome gort of buginess arrangement Walmart has 
with them, (’m nat certain. Paula ig excited about leaving thig 
job. The burden they put on us ig excruciating. And it’s not 
jugt the workload itgelf, but the antics of our fellow 
agsociates; such as back handed ingultg, lieg, yelling, 
screaming, disrespect, and acting “better than thou.” It’s algo 
management, they do the game childish, ridiculous things the 
associates do. Not a soul here can truly be trusted with 
anything. { wouldn’t trust anyone here with my shopping cart, 
if my or Paula’ life wag in danger | would turn my mygelf and 
myself only to handle the gituation. The idea that “We are a 
team!” Just ign’t a reality at all anywhere in Walmart. 

After finighing with that infant water pallet, Charlee moved me 
to the candy aigle, AS/9. For whatever reagon, someone, 
most likely Charles, decided to place nearly everyone in the 
store on that one aisle. We were shoulder to shoulder bumping 
into each other trying to complete our assigned task of 
running the lagt of the candy freight. Now we're taking our 
lact break. It’s currently 5:14 am, and we're about to zone 
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AlO/Il, Juice & Water, then Toys. Charles let it slip to Paula 
that he'll be here on Monday as well, which meang my work 
load thig week ign’t lightening up at all. Further strain meang 
further damage to my hip joint. Over the years, my hip 
impingement will probably completely immobilize me, and it 
wag worgened tremendously by the army. It wouldn't even be 
hurting enough for me to notice it yet if [hadn’t ran [O miles a 
day during my time in 2-4-4 ADA {Olst Airborne BDE. 
Looking back on my log for today, it seems I’ve practically 
written a book compared to the last couple week’s worth of 
entries. | somehow managed to get enough rest over the 
weekend to not be tired thig “Monday” despite running 
geveral errands that | really didn’t feel like putting off, go | 
have a bit more energy to enable me to focug on logging the 
day’s events here at the amazing and lovely (garcagm) 
Walmart. What | feel | need to focus on now ig getting into my 
sigter-in-law’s “Indy Behavioral Health.” | can get my PTSD 
officially documented outgide of my doctor telling me | 1OO% 
have it and linked to my time ('m the gervice, ag my doctor 
gaid | should. | have a good thick stack of papers in my army 
medical records proving | wag having severe gtregs and 
anxiety during my time in gervice, showing records of 
abnormal weight gain, constant naugea and stomach 
problems, being migdiagnoged with ADHD by an army doctor 
due to being fidgety when it’s simply anxiety and gtreseg, 
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among other things. | algo have probably 5O or more records 
of doctors visits where | vigited Captain L*™*""* at Byrd Clinic 
regarding my shin gplints. [ had horrible shin gplints on the 
military becauge they ran me ragged with thoge lO mile rune. 
Somehow they believed more running would cure them. They 
were abgolutely battled when | gpent 3 monthe running the 
game routine and it only worgened. | can’t imaging what 
poggeged them to believe they could cure the problem with 
the cauge. Either way, thig furthers my evidence that | wag 
overrun during PT gegsiong and it contributed to the 
breakdown of my hip. 
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06/26/2022 


[tg 9:52pm. We're in the parking lot waiting to go in. | think 
'd rather eat a lead pencil... we'll find out how thig day will go 
goon enough. We have to go in. 

Ag it turng out, Annie and Charles are on ghift. Charles 
placed me in frozen with William and Zaleb... with 6 whole 
pallets of freight. (ve been hauling my behind non stop to get 
thig freight onto the shelves. | grabbed a whole box of sugar 
free A&W root beer to help keep the stress from getting to 
me. Taking a quick [O gecond goda break on occasion helps. 
They didn’t have any diet Barq’s or | would’ve grabbed some. 
[ typically get diet to watch my sugar intake since l’m 
genetically predigpoged to diabetes. It’s [2:Sam, we're at 
firet break. Unfortunately, ('m questioning wether or not we'll 
get our freight finished without cutting into our zoning time. | 
didn’t gee any ice crear, but the freight ig a pretty even mix, 
with the middle aigle being burdened the most. Of course, | 
have to be the most proficient with the middle aigle, go 'm 
alwayg the one to run it. 

So ag it turng out we have 7 pallets total today none of them 
are hardly composed of deli boxes, when Carlog gaid we had 
6 pallets with probably 2 full pallets of deli. Our overstock 
hag been emptied trom the bunkerg 3 times tonight. 
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Charles ig making ug rush to get 7 tull pallets finighed, and 
much of it ig overgtock, which we have to wregtle with it to fit 
it into the freezere. My work load today ig ridiculous, and if 
we fail to finigh it we'll all three be coached. Interestingly 
enough, Paula hag AlO/I! ag a zone, which ig tedious by itgelf, 
but | have Toys. Toyg takes ug nearly an hour or more most of 
the time. The work load they're exerting on ug ig crughing us. 
[ seriously doubt we'll get thie done, and if we don’t, and they 
try to scream at ug, which they call “coaching,” U'll loge my 
job, because I’m not sitting down and taking abuse from these 
people. We're at a logs ag to what to do. Paula gaid ghe'll try 
asking if she can come help right after she finighes running 
her grocery freight, but when she aske Charles to help with 
frozen he'll always tell her we don’t need help (when we 
definitely do) and to go help in some random area that really 
doesn’t need her at all. Paula's euggested before that they 
may be trying to keep us separate, but we work much taster 
and more efficiently together. Apart, it’s more chaotic, 
especially working with people you're not accustomed to and 
can't communicate well with. Since Charles will probably pul 
another one of hig world famous “they don't need help they're 
fine!” Stunts, | don’t care if my zone even gets started. ["l 
keep running frozen freight until it’s finighed, and ['m walking 
out the door at '7am. That’s the only golution | can think of to 
thig seemingly purpogetul mismanagement. 
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(ve ran a pizza pallet on top of the 6 or go carts for the 
middle aisle. When | ran the pizza to the point that the 
remaining freight was overstock, | pulled the pallet back to the 
freezer. The area around the freezer ig a tight squeeze, and 
doing anything in that area requires gome gmart maneuvering. 
There wag a pallet of ice cream that needs to be ran, along 
with © fresh carte in the freezer. | had to pull each of those 
carts out, pull the pallet out, put the pizza pallet in, the ice 
crear pallet in, and all of thoge carts back in. Thig took a 
good 20 minutes, and the other two associates had already 
gone to lunch at 2am. | made it to lunch at 2:30am. It’s 
currently 3:26, almogt time to return to work. lll figure thig 
out somehow and log the outcome. | feel ag though this 
ridiculoug fiagco hag been chronicled well enough go far. 

Well, Zaleb left ug hanging in frozen, and me and William had 
to finigh the remaining carts and pallets alone. At 5:30am, 
then had to zone AIO/Il, and Toys. We nearly migged taking 
our last break, which ig gomething we've had to do multiple 
times in the past to get our work done on time due to Charles 
piling an increasingly heavy workload on us. 
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06/27/2022 


Today, Mark, Charles, Annie, and Pap are all on ghift. Mark 
placed me in frozen with one other associate. We have to 
complete 6 whole pallets by the end of the night. It’s 
(2:48am, and go far only one pallet has been deli, with a 
gmall amount of freight at the bottom. Mark took it upon 
himgelf to come help in frozen after | warned him we wouldn't 
be able to finish our freight by the end of the night. We've 
downstacked and ran three pallets, ag far ag { know we have 
three to go. Paula’s chest hag been killing her the pagt two 
days and we sugpect that due to her high pain tolerance ghe 
could be having gerioug heart problemng. She had geven broken 
ribg and barely complained, if she’s complaining about chest 
pain it hag to be something at least notable. When she tells 
Charles he just ignores her. She jugt now told Annie and ghe 
gaid “Oh that’s not good.” And walked off ag though it wag 
no big deal. Why would they care anyways? If we both 
dropped dead, they could replace ug by tomorrow, or just 
throw our workloadg on everyone elge. They don’t have a 
care in the world for anything that doesn’t pertain to them. 
Store inventory ig tomorrow, we're pending the entire night 
doing a thorough zone to prepare for whoever ig in charge of 
taking inventory to run through at 6am and count items. 
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We've completed 5 pallets. The Oth pallet | downgtacked 
while Mark and the other associate were running a pallet of 
ice cream. | took the plastic trash and pizza boxes to the 
compactor. It took me until 2:43am to finish stacking the 
overstock pallet and hauling it to the back, downstack the last 
pallet, pull the deli pallet to the back, pull the carts to the back, 
get rid of the tragh and clean up. It’s 3:26 am, we're on 
lunch. Mark hag been helping the best he can, and it seemg 
were pretty much caught up now. We've created an entire 
overstock pallet and need to gtart a new one. The only time | 
stopped working for a second all night wag to take a drink of 
my Coke. They brought out Subway gandwiches for lunch, 
which ig a very rare occurrence. They're talking about making 
everyone grab carts, which would void some of the work 
Mark has done to help us catch up. If they want ug to finigh 
up, they'd be wige to skip ug when selecting people for carts. 
[ ran three of the last cartg. Paula came by to help us tinigh 
running the last of the carts after she’d completed her freight 
in infants. By the time we'd finighed cleaning up frozen and 
ridding of the pallets, it wag already 5:30 am. We didn’t get 
to take our lagt break before zoning. 

Mark gave ug a third zone; toys. So we first went to AIS/I9, 
where we zoned cereal until 5:45am, when we finished. We 
then went to infant and zoned until we finighed at about 
6:05am. Afterward, we went to toys and zoned 
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each of the Il aigles until 6:40 am, when we finighed up with 
the last wall and took our tragh. | feel the need to clarity thig 
for gome reagon; when | mention “taking our trash” (’m 
typically referring to taking cardboard and shoving it into the 
cardboard bailer, and cutting our bags of plastic off of our 
carte and throwing them into the plastic bag bin. 

Firet and gecond shift are extremely rude to third. 'm almost 
certain it hag something to do with third shift being blamed for 
every mistake the other ghifte make. It’g stroked their ego and 
made them each think they're the guperior shift to the point 
that they'll treat us like we're peagante. 
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06/28/2022 


lt’¢ 9:08 pm, we've already ate and we're ready to head to 
work at 9:30pm. Tonight will be a magsive store-wide zone. 
No one’s running any freight all night long. According to 
Annie, Charles lied to ug becauge we have to zone the entire 
store and pull every single item to the front of every gpot. 
Everything hag to be zoned and fixed before the store takeg 
inventory around 6am. Thig will most likely be incredibly 
boring and quiet. ’m gure many of the agsociates and 
gupervigors will probably make loud jokes on occasion as they 
ugually do jugt to try and lighten the boredom for themgelves. 
Charles originally placed ug in geagonal and Stationary to 
zone all night. We were to then move to general merchandige 
(GM) to help finigh their zoning. [n the middle of our zone 
around | am, | pulled out my phone for 2 seconds to switch a 
video out that | was ligtening to while zoning. Annie walked by 
and yelled at me to zone. | rudely replied with “l am!” About 5 
minutes later, Charles comes by and mentions an associate 
barely zoned anything at all in frozen, meaning he essentially 
jugt gat there for 3 hourg and did absolutely nothing, and 
went home. He wag supposed to zone frozen. Charles told me 
to zone frozen and brought me over there to show me what 
needs to be done. Annie and Pap came over the walkie giving 
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away the fact that they placed me there out of gpite. Now 
that it’g 2:!5am and one wall out of 6 ig done, the zone ign’t 
being finighed tonight. Apparently the men who come in to 
take inventory will throw items off your shelves and onto the 
ground if it’s not right, similar to the military. My mind has 
been racing all night becauge | can't do the job right. They've 
made it impoggible. The thing that angers me the most ig the 
fact that | won't be able to finigh frozen before Gam, which ig 
when the inventory gpecialigte will be swarming the store “like 
a swat team.” lll record what actually happens here, but 'm 
gtregged out over frozen’s zone. | can’t fit my arm back far 
enough to pull things forward and do a proper full zone. | algo 
don’t have the time to git and do a full zone, and becauge of 
thig, frozen will probably resemble a nuclear test site before 
the end of my shift. While | do think my PTSD ig playing into 
my frustration and paranoia, | still think | very much have a 
reagon to be angry at everyone who played a hand in placing 
me in frozen go late, including the agsociate who dipped out 
after accomplighing abgolutely nothing and effectively just 
wasting hourg of my zoning time for frozen. 

We went back to zoning after our last break at 5:20arn. | 
“finished” frozen after three and a half hours of painstakingly 
pulling each product, and every item behind it ag well, to the 
front of the shelf. | couldn't do a complete deep zone since | 
couldn’t fit my arme overtop of those boxed dinners without 
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them falling to the ground, go the zone was gatigfactory to 
me. | wag then told to zone A7, the aisle of little Debbie 
gnackg. | perfected that aigle, and me and Paula went to zone 
gporting goods. During that time, the acting store manager 
Cteve (I’ve mistakenly gaid previously that it wag Michael) 
took one glance over frozen without really paying attention 
long enough to make a proper judgement, and radioed Annie 
gereaming “Why isn’t frozen zoned?!” To which Annie replied 
“We had gomeone zoning it! But he left at lam, we had to pull 
gomeone out of stationary and throw him in there!” Steve 
then gaid “Get someone over here to fix it!” My anger 
bubbled over quite a bit last night. The audacity of the 
managers, and even many of the associates ig unbearable. 
[tg no wonder at all that | have white gpeckles in my hair at 
20. Although, Walmart ig only a gmall contributing factor to a 
bigger picture of life-long gtregs. While we were in Sporting 
Goode, we couldn't really find anything to zone. An associate 
on Cap | decided to order ug around and tell ug to uge our 
phones to gcan iteme to engure they're in their proper areag 
go the inventory specialists can verity. This, of courge, was 
wrong. The inventory gpecialicts were there to scan UNC's, 
(which ig essentially the bar code) count the iteme, and leave. 
They could care legs where thingg were placed or how they 
were zoned. | wag stregsed and angry all night lagt night. | 
wag go angry | forgot to ask Cod to help me calm down, 
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gomething that should never have occurred. I’m already 
exhausted from thig week, and it’s only- right in the middle of 
writing thig | checked the date... it’g Tuesday! That meang 
tomorrow will be Wednesday? Tomorrow as in... after 
midnight hag passed during our ghift, meaning tonight's our 
last night before our weekend! We certainly were responsible 
for a store-wide zone, and we were go unprepared and 
undertrained for even the simplest “deep zone” that | don’t 
believe we pulled it off. | have no way of knowing since ag 
goon ag the inventory gpecialigts began “warming” it was 
already clock-out time. Annie exaggerated the reality of 
inventory day. The way she described it, she had us all 
believing that today’s inventory would entail nearly one 
hundred inventory specialists frantically rushing around the 
gtore to scan itemg and throwing things off of shelves and 
onto the floor if they didn't belong in their spot. She even 
compared it to a gwat team. There were at maximum 20 of 
them jugt cagually walking around scanning things, no more 
violent than OCP scanning people’s online grocery orders in 
while hogging the aisles, which they do daily while we're trying 
to zone in grocery. I'd be willing to bet money that tonight, 
they'll be on our cage about how horrible the store scored on 
inventory, completely ignoring the obvious fact that it’s the 
result of their own gross mismanagement and stupidity. 
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06/297 2022 


“TGIF” ag they gay. Tonight’s our Friday, all we need to do ig 
get through tonight, and hopefully they won't put me in any 
difficult areag and give me a break after 3 days of running 
heavy freight and a day of dealing with the strese of 
inventory. It’s 9:28pm, we need to leave for work. Today, 
Pap, Nellie, and Mark are on shift. Nellie placed me in juice 
and water, where |, ag of :55 am, have completed three 
pallets, the last of the three being down to the very last layer 
of freight. Nellie brought me a cart of things that mostly 
belong in grocery, something that she easily could've had the 
associates working in grocery run. A kid on 2nd ghitt algo 
brought me a cart of random freight including cang of tomato 
juice... tonight ig just a pretty hetty load of freight for me, and 
('m ready to head home and rest my mind and my hip. Dairy 
wag slamming pallets down at the start of our shift and it 
wag hard for me to contain mygelt. The noise of pallets 
glamming jugt pokes at something in my brain that shouldn't 
be poked. 

| completed 3 full pallets in juice and water, plus two carts 
that were brought to me out of the blue last night by second 
chift and had a random aggortment of iteme on them. Nellie 
jugt told Paula to zone A24/25, which ig the chipg and 
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gnacke; Juice & Water, which ig a digagter gince | didn’t zone 
ag | went; Stationary, which alwayg looke ag though a 
tornado recently gwept through each of those aisles; Toys, 
which has bicycles and other random toys strewn across the 
floor; and Sporting Goods. Nellie then proceeded to attempt 
to “hype” Paula up by complimenting her on how well we 
handled deep zoning frozen, stationary, seasonal, and 
gporting goods yesterday. The only iggue ig, we know when 
we're being taken advantage of, and what she’s doing ig 
attempting to take advantage of our ability to get our work 
done in a timely manner, which would be understandable to an 
extent considering the majority of agsociates barely work or 
get anything done for their entire ghifte and are overall lazy, 
but she’s taken it to the extreme. We've conquered 
monumental zones before, but on our Friday after we’ve 
already been run ragged all week, after I've worked juice & 
water twice thig week and frozen twice, ag I've recorded 
previously. I've algo deep zoned three large areas through a 
major inventory, including picking up an area and starting 
from scratch well into our shift. If any of thege team leade or 
coaches think I’m zoning 5 areag, they're sorely migtaken. 
We were in the middle of zoning stationary when we noticed 
Troy was till in frozen, and two other associates that were 
guppoged to help him clean up the area and finish out the last 
pallet were gone. Me and Paula agked him about it 


Doz 


and he told me that the other two walked out on him in the 
middle of running the last pallet and lett him to finigh and 
zone before 7am. It wag already 6:20am. | helped him out 
with the lagt of hig ice cream and zoned the vegetable aigle 
and middle aigle. He only has the end caps and the breakfast 
aigle to zone. He gaid he used to get angry when they would 
walk out on him in the middle of running frozen, and rightfully 
go, but now he just treats it with indifference. “It’s jugt thig 
place, man. People here are stupid. | bet you | could find 5 
people standing around in their aisles not doing anything!” | 
agreed with hig statement. 

tg 3:04 pm. We had breakfast and completed some chores 
around the houge. We're about to head off to bed and get 
gome rest gince we've been awake nearly 24 hourg, but | 
wanted to write beforehand, because | jugt got a notification 
from my Me@Walmart phone app. The acting “store 
manager, Steve, just rejected the PTO that | put in lagt night 
for the 29th and SOth. ['m not working either of these dayg, 
('m just using my PTO to add to my paycheck, which ig 
preferable to uging it for days off since your team leads would 
rather you be there each day to complete your daily 
assignments. In my cage, they want to throw their tougher 
heavier jobs on me. l’m unbelievably angry at the store 
manager, and tonight I’m heading into Walmart, clocking in, 
and demanding angwers. They even denied Paula's POTO 
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that ghe put in for today, something they absolutely CANNOT 
do ag per company policy. 'm using my PTO and PUTO 
before | leave to fatten my paychecke, and there’s not a thing 
they can do about it. They can cry ag much ag they want, but 
| earned all 30 hourg of my PTO and all 15 houre of my 
PPTO, | will certainly use it. [f they’re trying to shoot down 
our requests to prevent ug from cashing out our rightfully 
earned leave time to screw ug out of our money before we 
trangfer jobs, it won't work. Mark ig supposed to be on shift 
tonight, we're heading there after we gleep to get to the 
bottom of thig cireug act. Side note: When I put in PTO, I'm 
not asking if | can take that time off. 'm telling you 'm going 
to. [t should be called a warning, not a request. 

We got the time off approved by a team lead that we've never 
met, but she approved our time. Now we're getting an even 
larger paycheck to pay down our debt thank God! The 
hogpital bill for my ER visit wae $7,800. Dad’s ingurance 
company brought it down to $1,400. Cod ig good, if dad 
didn’t have me on hig ingurance | would’ve been a goner. The 
bill may even be reduced further if they tind more 
overcharges. 
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O7/0V/2022 


Welp, it’s finally July! Today, I'm most likely uging PETO to 
rect tonight. The reason ig, | have orientation for Securitas 
today at Sam. It'¢ currently 6:39am, | just had my coffee 
and breakfast. I’m nervous about thig orientation, and ('m only 
getting paid federal minimum wage for today only. The hours 
they're trying to give me conflict heavily with Paula’s echedule 
and we only have one car. On top of that, the duty 
agsignment may not be permanent, and the training may be 
too intengive for me to undergo, although I'd like to try it out 
anyway, if | can't make it through then l'm out of a job at 
Walmart, which ig my main concern with blindly leaping into 
the training for thie Security Officer position, go there's no 
guarantee ['ll actually take the job today. I’m dressed in nice 
dress pants and a fancy shirt, but my best pair of shoes 
makes me look like I'm planning to go hunting in the woods 
after orientation. ['ll most likely uge pomade in my hair since it 
doesn't have any natural oil to keep it from frizzing up. lm 
trying to look real fancy to make a good first impression in 
the event that | do take this position. 
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O77 0272022 


lt’¢ 9:48pm, nearly time to head into work. | went to the 
orientation, | would be working at Duval correctional facility in 
the middle of Indianapolig. | think | should decline because of 
my PTSD causing me to fly off the handle, my parente think | 
should decline becauge Duval ig a tragh heap housing 
gcumbage. I’m just worried considering I'd be “coming to 
Walmart to die.” In other words, I'd be doing my best to keep 
thig job ag long ag | can until ('m fired, which would most likely 
be goon after Paula leaves. She’s the only reason | haven't 
been fired already considering my mental iggues. 

Today, Charles, Nellie, and Annie are on shift. Nellie placed me 
in AIO/I! with another aggociate. He went home early, go | 
had to finigh out the freight. [ran 4 {/2 carte in that aigle. | 
then threw out my garbage, went to bring the carts back in 
from the cart returng, and helped an associate in Al6/I7 
complete a pallet. [ then helped Paula finigh out much of her 
freight in AIZ/13. Now, Stephen ig training the new guy in 
Juice & Water. 

We finighed our juice & water. The new guy isn’t very good 
at hig job, which ig to be expected, but he acts like he might 
have gome form of brain damage. When we finighed the last 
two juice & water pallets, they had us stock a pallet of the 
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baby water in infants. We threw the water up on the shelves, 
took our tragh, and by 5am we were ready to take our break. 
Now I’m gitting in the rocking chair outgide of the restrooms 
waiting on Paula. We’re zoning AI2/13 and A20/21. 
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Today, Charles and Annie are on shift. Charles placed me in 
frozen with another associate. The aggociate wag running late 
and arrived around [2am, go | went ahead and knocked out a 
pallet mygelf. We're making good timing, we've run two ful 
pallets and palletized our overstock. We should only have two 
left in the bakery freezer, with maybe one or two remaining 
for the other freezer. 

We've run 4 pallets now, we have 2 left in the side freezer. 
My cardboard ig stacked to the brim. It’s 53am. 

[t?g 2:50 am, we're on lunch until 3:15am. Me and the other 
aggociate in frozen only have two pallets left to run betore 
palletizing overstock and cleaning up our cardboard. {’m 
cleaning up my cardboard the gecond | get back since 
Charles didn’t give me a chance to do it before lunch. My 
carts are all nearly full. Tonight hag been long and tedious for 
me, the ugual night in frozen. Paula hag to complete her 
grocery freight and move to juice & water, where ghe hag to 
help Annie’s goon to be gon in law and the new guy finigh up 
a pallet of freight along with a few carte. How they can’t 
finigh it themgelveg by the end of the night ig beyond me. 

Me and the other associate finally finighed running frozen... at 
5:05am. The workload ig getting extremely heavy on ug 
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simply becauge me and Paula are leaving soon. They want to 
take advantage of ug ag much as possible before they loge us, 
gomething they're unfortunately well able to do. Paula gaid 
AlO/I ig a digagter, and may take a good amount of time to 
zone properly. Yesterday they had us “block zoning” every 
aigle we were aggigned, similar to how we zoned during 
inventory. 

We finished out our zones. It’g 6:58 am. | don’t think | can 
continue to work here once Paula leaves. Charles just walked 
up to ug and told her thank you for all of the hard work she’s 
done, then walked away. Paula algo told me that everyone 
here wantg me to leave along with her. They've all been asking 
her if ('m finding another job ag well, and the implication ig 
that they want me gone. I’m certain they'll all get their wish 
very goon, one way or another. 
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07/04/2022 


Today ig Paula’s lagt day at Walmart, possibly even with any 
luck. I’m hoping today ig cloge to my last day. It’s 9:23pm, 
and it’s still the 3rd. People are randomly shooting off 
fireworkg acrogg Indianapolig, the emergency vehicles are 
being run ragged, and it’s not even midnight yet. 

[¥’¢ [2:2'7am. Mark’s on shift, and he placed me in 
Department 97, the meat wall. [ have 2 pallets, the most I've 
ever completed of the meat wall freight in one night is one 
pallet. There’s no way I'll finigh up with two pallets, but ("ll do 
what | can. Paula ig working infantg, she then hag to head to 
grocery after running two pallets there. 

Daula’e come to help me after finishing up with infants. Mark 
didn’t have anyone elge to help run 97, go he gwitched Paula 
from grocery to infants. [t’¢ 2:57am. Since no one wag 
going to send Paula off with any form of appreciation, | “went 
to the restroom” at the start of our lunch break. What | really 
did wag actually go to the restroom, grab a lighter, a nice 
buttercreme icing cake, some candles, and a tube of 
decorating icing and doctored up a cake for her going away 
party. | brought it into the break room and we ate gome. | told 
Daula the day that management threw one agsociate a huge 
party that neither of ug would ever receive any form of 
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appreciation for our hard work and efforts. [t's favoritiem at 
it’¢ fineet. 

We finighed the 97 wall, we ran both pallets. Pulling them out 
of the freezer wag hectic congidering the main door wag 
destroyed and inoperable. We had to resort to pulling the 
pallets through the narrow side doors. 


56l 


07/06/2022 


So | didn’t work my last day of the week. We had an oven 
fire and had to call up the fire department. | wag in the 
kitchen at [2am trying to cook up some Brusgele gprouts and 
gouthwest taquitog, and the oven started sparking. It looked 
like the middle of the heating element wag being welded, it 
wag brighter than a lightbulb and gpewing sparks across the 
bottom of the oven. It began to smoke, go | woke Paula up 
and showed her. | tried using the fire extinguigher, but it just 
made the air in our house taste like baking soda. | wag really 
hoping a fire extinguisher would be effective, but it didn't do 
anything at all. She decided to call the tire department. They 
diconnected the stove from the outlet (I wag worried | would 
run the risk of being shocked or burned if | tried betore they 
got here) and put out the fire. They instructed us to call 
maintenance, and we did. The next day Paula gtarts her new 
job at the Lighthouse Autigm Center. While 'm at home 
maintenance shows up and decides to gpend the entire day 
replacing our oven. So | got zero sleep yesterday, and put in 
for unpaid time off under the guise of Legal Proceedings 
since they didn’t have an emergency or house fire option. 
Nellie shot it down well after midnight lagt night. In fact, lll give 
you exactly what it gays: 
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Tuegday, July O5 8.00 H Legal Proceedings 

Rejected: O7/05/22 10:26am 

Rejected by: (REDACTED), Nellie: No Available Hourg Thig 
obviously angered me since you don’t need HOURS 

for UNPAID time off. [f you're UNPAID for work you're NOT 
doing it shouldn't be an iggue. But, ag I’ve stated before, | put 
in leave ag a notice, not a request. It’s not my fault that | have 
a life outside of work and l’m not one of thoge neckbearde 
that goes power hungry ag a team lead and thinke they're the 
God of the local Walmart. 
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O7/OT/ 2022 


Today, lm off work of course. | go back tomorrow night, 
Friday night. Um not looking forward to my firet day of work 
without Paula. 
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07/09/2022 


Today ig my firgt night of work without Paula. Charles, Annie, 
and Nellie are on ghift. | returned both of our work phones 
today, and Nellie placed me in grocery and gave me chemicals 
to zone. Everyone's been more quiet than usual go far tonight. 
lt’g only {0:22 pm, the store ig way too crowded to work at 
all. | wag soaked from the rain on the way in. Me and Paula 
grabbed Dairy Queen before | came to work. | can tell these 
are going to be a grueling next few monthe. 

[ helped an associate in |4/l5 finish a cart, then Charles 
moved me to I2/I3 since the associate working there had to 
leave for gome reagon. | finighed 3 carte go far, and Charles 
brought another out from the back room. In total | have 3 
more carts to complete, bringing my total for tonight to a 
whopping 7 carts. lve geen associates work on one cart all 
night long. It’s 2:45am. | logt track of time and had to take 
a late firgt break. We paid down our debt with thig huge 
paycheck we just got, and my credit score just went from 
698 to 725! I’m getting cloger and cloger to buying a house 
with very little interegt. Hopefully when these inquiries come 
oft of my report in Novernber my gcore skyrockets even 
further. | do find it ironic however that the game government 
that blows trilliong of my tax dollar on trivial things that 
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don’t even benefit themeelveg, let alone society, are judging 
how credible and reliable { am to pay debtors. Paula’s still 
awake for some reagon. She’s been texting me telling me to 
take it eagy and not overdo it, reminding me that it’s only 
Monday. 

ve run a total of eight grocery carts tonight. | currently hold 
tonight's record by 2, I’ve been running cart after cart of 
grocery freight stacked taller than me. | helped an associate 
by completing a cart in hig aisle, | finighed the 6 in my aisle, 
and came back to hig aigle to run one lagt one. Charlee wantg 
me to run a cart in 16/17, but considering it’s already 
4:38am, |’m not go gure I'll have time. The cart ig stacked to 
the brim, and an aggociate that worke slow and hogg the 
entire aigle ig working in 16/17, making me reluctant to head 
over. She's even criticized the way I've ran some freight from 
my carte that belong in that aigle. { don’t feel like dealing with 
thig until 5am, 

[ helped the associate in 14/15 finigh out a cart and a pallet. | 
ran 9 carts and the bottom of a pallet in grocery, a new 
record for me ag far ag | know. | have to zone chemicale after 
| get off break at 5:35am, then Paula wants me to pick up 
cereal and milk go we can have breakfast before shopping thig 
morning. | have an M2 brand model car [949 Mercury Coup 
painted with the Coca Cola logo in my cart. Im getting it for 
dad, I’ve bought him geveral model care while working here 
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in the past, including a realistic Juraggic park jeep and a 
Back To The Future DeLorean. I’m hoping he likes thig Coke 
car ag well, it looke pretty realistic, and it’s a limited edition 
with only 9,600 pieces ever made. One of my tavorite cars 
['ve bought dad ig the Studebaker Truck M2 Brand, I’m trying 
to stick with buying him carg that have their own stands with 
a label explaining what model and year the car ig, and thig 
Studebaker truck model just so happened to be made by M2, 
the company that typically has their cars on a little labeled 
digplay stand. They algo limit the amount of pieces they 
manufacture per model, to engure rarity for collectors like my 
dad. 

So an associate mentioned a product was in the wrong 
location while | wag zoning. | scanned it, and decided to place 
it back on the shelf gince [ don’t have time to go to the other 
side of the store in the middle of my zone. She proceeded to 
pick up the item, walk over to her co worker and gtart 
complaining loudly, while the store ig populated with 
customers, that she told me it doesn’t belong there. | just took 
it out of her handg, marched over to its location and put it 
there. | had a cart with dad’s car, my drink, and a fly stick. | 
pulled it out of everyone's way and went to the restroom. The 
cart wag near where thig game let shift aggociate I’d had an 
iggue with wag working. | came back and my cart, along with 
everything in it, wag migging. | was infuriated. | grabbed a 
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[959 model Coke car, anew fly stick, a bag of cereal and a 
gallon of milk, along with my lunch bag. | carried it all by hand, 
paid for it, and loaded into my car. People have no regpect. 
l’ve been trying to be more Chrigtlike and not give people the 
reactions they're attempting to illicit, but thie was certainly a 
rough test. 
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07/10/2022 


Today, Charles and Annie are on shift. Charles placed me in 
frozen with two other associates, and we have 8 pallets. It’s 
currently lunch, 2:36am, and we’ve downgtacked every 
pallet and completed 6. We have 2 pallets worth of freight 
downstacked onto carts that are left to run. 

So we ran 8 pallets in total. Charles wag going to give me 
chemicals again to zone, but he gave me paper ingtead. | work 
on the “small paper” aisle firgt since firgt shift was 
rummaging through “big paper.” When | finally went to zone 
big paper, then returned to gmall paper, the aiglee were 
destroyed by Igt shift. |, of courge, didn’t fix it. They knew 
what they were doing, | angered them yesterday, and they 
wanted to exact revenge. Charles then had me help zone in 
Al2/13, where a new agsociate wag zoning. | spent around 
30 minutes zoning there, and the new aggociate walked 
away in the middle of zoning, presumably expecting me to do 
hig work for him. | left hig aigle in digarray, refusing to fix any 
more migtakes. It wag a long night, and 8 pallets ig enough to 
wear anyone out for the rest of the week. 


569 


O7/N/2022 


Today, Annie and Mark are on shift. As goon ag we all gat 
down, Annie began screaming at everyone asking if we were 
clocked in. She then yelled at everyone to get to work on 
their agsignment. She agsigned me frozen, more ultra heavy 
work for the week. I’ve already ran 3 pallets worth of the 
breakfast aigle since another aggociate wanted the middle 
aigle. | could've kept up, but { guess it’s a good chance to 
work on getting familiarized with other aiglee. We have 2. more 
to go, but there’s a ton of middle, bunker, and vegetable lett. 
2nd shift keeps leaving their frozen trash in the hallways by 
the freezers in the back rooms, seemingly expecting us to 
clean it up. ('m definitely not cleaning up anyone elge’s tragh 
or fixing anyone elge’s migtakeg, or elge they'll continue to 
make thoge game migtakes. l’ll let management handle them. 
('m already worn out and ready for the weekend. I've been 
taking 3O minute lunch breaks in an attempt to earn a good 
paycheck on the 2 Ist. [t would be wige for me to try and earn 
plenty of money go Paula’s pay raige actually makes a 
difference in our finances. We still have a medical bill to pay 
down, ag well ag my Quickgilver world elite card that hag her 
high school diploma payoff amount on it. Hey, at least we 
earned some cash back... 
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lve ran 5 pallets of breakfast in grocery. | then gathered the 
overstock and wheeled it to the back, gathered the deli on a 
pallet and wheeled it to the back, | cleaned up the tragh, and 
bagged the pallet wrap. So | have one cart of ice cream left. 
They decided to break late for lunch. [t’¢ 3:O7arn, | punched 
out at Sar. 

Annie just stopped me and raiged her voice to ask me if we're 
done with frozen, | replied that we have at least one more cart 
to my knowledge, and that’s my ice cream cart. She gaid 
“Are you gure, because | thought (aggociate) said you guys 
were finished.” She looked at me ag though | were a liar. My 
tone became a bit more gtern ag | gaid: “Well | know for a 
fact | have an ice cream cart to put up. [ don’t know about 
them.” She then told me that gince we're all nearly done, she 
wants ug to head outside to grab carts. | checked the freezer, 
and gure enough, ag far ag | can tell all that needs to be put 
up ig my ice cream cart. [t'¢ almost that time, the time to pull 
carts back ingide that cugtomerg carelegely leave outside. 

| completed the last ice cream cart after heading outside to 
grab carte from the corrals. { threw the overstock in the back 
and took all of the tragh, and when | returned Annie 
immediately screamed at me from the other side of the store 
to put away the two L-Carts that | wag heading over there to 
put up. On top of that, | still had a line of carts to put up that 
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we'd uged in frozen, and it wag nearly 5am. Once | wag 
ready for lagt break, | aeked what my zone ig. [’m zoning 
Al4/I5 tonight, and the cang are a digaster. The entire aigle 
looke like it’s been looted. 
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Today, Annie and Mark are on shift. Annie placed me in 
grocery, where | grabbed my things and began working in 
AI2/13. A new associate was placed in the aigle with me 
degpite there only being 2 {/2 carts of freight in the aigle. 've 
already tinighed a full cart on my own at 10:45pm. My guess 
ig Annie wants me to finigh with my freight early so | can go 
do everyone elge’s work while they gtand around and watch 
me, which ig what { typically end up doing. If { have to work 
with anyone elge, I'm going at a snail's pace. 'm not slaving 
away just go my co workers, “boss,” and acting store lead 
can keep their jobs for doing absolutely nothing their entire 
ghiftg. When I’m gone, there'll be plenty of slack to pick up for 
all of them. 

So | completed 3 carts of grocery, and ended up moving to 
the bakery aisle, Al6/17, to help another agsociate complete 
hig freight. There's algo a large pallet mostly consisting of 
ramen noodles on the grocery side floor. Annie decided it 
would be hilarious to get my hopes up about moving to 
another aisle in grocery, just to place me in juice and water. 
lve been working the most strenuous areas of the store all 
week long with no regard for my own digabilities. | cannot 
receive a gingle break in thig store. [In fact, | couldn't 
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even tell you what a break ig. A break for me ig getting a light 
night in grocery for 2 hours just to spend the remaining 7 
hours of my shitt lifting 30lb+ constantly while speeding 
through pallets of freight to finigh on time while everyone in 
grocery, HBA, Cosmetics, Pharmacy, Infante, and Paper 
take their sweet time lifting very light loadg of freight and 
barely skating by. Yet, l'll always be the one to get screamed 
at by management... for doing my job... such ig the reward tor 
being a hard worker in the 2let century’g 20's. The only 
companies hiring anyone who ign’t in debt for the reet of their 
lives to a gtudent loan program are horrible corporations who 
drastically reduce the quality of life for all Americans, 
corporations where no one does their job or even cares to 
gince they're not paid properly and are treated poorly. 
Corporationg where all management ig more incompetent than 
nearly all of their subordinates. Walmart ig jugt one of these 
many evil corporations that exploit hard working Americans 
each and every day. | long for the day when large companies 
like Walmart who hold a monopoly on our lives are forcibly 
digbanded and replaced with local buginesges that truly care 
for and support the needs of their workers. It’s time for a 
change, and not one associate ig in any position to make 
these much needed changes. The only ones who are able to 
make a difference in our gituations and fix thig megg are the 
game oneg who are grogsly exploiting our labor for pennies. 
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So | ended up finighing out two pallets in juice & water. | took 
my tragh twice today. We had to go outside to grab carte ag 
ugual, and it began to rain. We gathered rows of carts in the 
pouring rain and pushed them inside. They changed my zone 
from Al4-/l5 in grocery to Department 20-22 in General 
Merchandise (CM). 


Sis, 
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Today, Nellie and Mark are on shift. They placed me in paper, 
where | have a total of 6 pallets to complete. I’ve already 
knocked out 2. and l’m well on my way to completing a 3rd. | 
ended up taking my break late, it’s 12:41am. Paper hag been 
a Codgend considering how difficult and strenuous thig week 
hag been. 

As it turng out, { have exactly 6 pallets, just as | figured 
previously. Mark brought out the 6th pallet not long ago and 
placed it in the middle of the grocery walkway. It’s just a 
pallet of large Angel Soft toilet paper, it'll be eagy to throw up 
on the ghelf. I've ran 4 palletg, with only 2 left to complete. 
The 5th pallet was in infants, | pulled it over to the “big 
paper” aisle with my pallet jack. I'm algo zoning paper, go 
while | wag working the “gmall paper” aisle [ did a preemptive 
zone to organize things, go | could better find the location of 
each product when stocking. Theyll typically recommend | 
“zone ag | go” when they assign me to the paper aisles. 

| zoned all of paper, the remainder of the night was calm and 
relatively easy, surprisingly. 
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07/16/2022 


Today, Charles and Nellie are on shift. Charles placed me in 
frozen with 7, possibly 8 pallets. We're supposed to be 
training a new guy in frozen, showing him the reign. We've 
run 3 pallets go far and it’s [2:02ann, firet break. Our 
bunkerg are abgolutely crowded with overstock, this store's 
automated ordering system ig garbage. It’s already been a 
rough night in terme of workload. My hip ig killing me. Every 
time | move it the wrong way | nearly fall to the ground. I’ve 
been pulling more than my weight though of course, running 
the middle aigle with urgency. I’ve been moving with a purpose 
to finigh out 2 pallets worth of carts in under 2 hours. We 
downgtacked a deli pallet, and another pallet. We pulled our 
carts back to the freezer, we'll have to retrieve them after 
break, ag per our standard nightly procedure. The amount of 
work Charles gives us clearly doesn’t correlate to the times 
he gays that frozen hag a “light night.” 've had maybe 2 “light 
nights” in the year l’ve been working here. | gtarted here 
September Sth, 2021, and it’s July !6th, 2022. 

So Paula hag an eye doctor’s appointment tomorrow. She’s 
finally getting glaggeg go ghe won't be go blind anymore. | 
asked Charles if tomorrow wag an event day to gee if 'd be 
able to take her gince | gort of have to, and it’s not. But ever 


Ore 


since, he’s been pagsive aggressive with me. He's checked my 
points and agked me if | knew | had 4, to which I replied 
“Yes.” “So you're using your PUTO?” “Yep.” Since hig social 
anxiety prevents him from being confrontational, he'll slip in 
sideways remarke that gound normal on paper, but when you 
hear how he gays it you can tell he’s being pagsive aggressive. 
We're getting cloger to being finished. | cut my break 30 
minutes early, just ag | have since the beginning of the pay 
period, and returned at 3:!4am. We had my middle aisle cart, 
two ice cream carts, and a huge pallet of ice cream to finigh 
out. We've ran everything but part of the pallet and the last 
cart, and it’s 4:07am. 

[ finighed out the night strong, we fought to finigh the last 
pallet and three carts. We nearly failed to complete the 
extremely heavy workload. | wag finally ready for break at 
5:16am. | zoned all of frozen and left. I’m currently at the eye 
doctor's office, it’s 57pm. lll have to call in tonight. 


5(S 
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Today, Mark and Annie are on shift. Annie decided it would 
be funny to place me in frozen again. We have 4 pallets, but 
the aggociates I’m working with took the middle and vegetable 
aigles and left me with the breakfast/ice cream aigle. 'm not 
exactly glow in that aigle, but | work the middle aigle much 
fagter than most, go it’g more convenient for everybody 
involved when I’m working gaid aigle. To be fair however, we 
barely have any freight to run today. Two pallets in the main 
freezer, one in the gide freezer, and one in the deli freezer. 
[t’¢ already shaping up to be a gemi-eagy night. THIS ig what 
a “light night” ig Charles!!! 

We've already finished up with 2 pallets out of the + we have 
to run. | finished my freight plug the bunker and meat carts, 
they only have a part of the meat aigle left, then they'll break 
before pulling out the next pallet. {'m on firgt break, it’s 
currently {2:[2am. 've been looking even more into VA 
benefitg, and although it’s taken me geveral months to gather 
evidence and documentation, l’m glad | have. The only thing 
'm waiting on now, which ig solidified, ig Paula to have her 
30 day period completed at her new job go ghe'll be eligible 
to uge leave time to come to my appointments and help me 
talk to the psychiatrist to get my OTSD documented. My 
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mother recommended | be upfront and honest about the fact 
that my primary care doctor wants me to get my PTSD 
documented ag gervice related in my medical records for a 
VA digability cage. Mom figures the peychiatrigt will be 
cooperative in helping ug out with that. 

lt’g only 2am, and we've already knocked out 2 more pallets. 
| only have one cart of freight left for the breakfast/ ice 
cream aigle, and | have from now until 5am to tind something 
to do, minug about 30 minuteg/I Hour. So [have a minimum 
of 2 hours to kill before 5am, which ig break time prior to 
zoning. | didn’t catch what my zone ig, and ['m not sure if | 
wag told. [f [had to guege I'd gay it'll be frozen again, but who 
knows? I’m gtregsing over thig VA digability claim garbage, 
ag an agsociate suggested, | may contact my gigter in law 
today to gee if she kKnowg anyone that could help get my 
paperwork organized, possibly a lawyer who's experienced in 
dealing with the VA. [ algo need to contact gome of my army 
buddies again to gee if any of them will write up buddy 
gtatemente for me. Moet of them either outright ignored me, 
or claimed they'd never witnessed any of the evente I’ve 
described taking place, even though | know for a fact they 
were present. Perhaps | could get a couple of my AIT battle 
buddies to write something up about the bullying? That's a 
part of my PTSD. Hopefully | can figure thig out goon, my 
ability to do my job both mentally and physically ig 
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rapidly deteriorating. The army screwed me royally, { wag just 
too blind to gee it at the time. 
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O7/9/2022 


tg 8:29pm. | actually got a total of four hours of sleep. If 
you Know me, you know | need plenty of sleep to function, go 
thig should be a very long, painful night. 

Mark and Annie are on shift tonight. Annie originally placed 
me in Chemicalg with the zone of chemicalg. She then called 
me and another agsociate acroge the store to the grocery 
back room just to tell ug our areag were changed, most likely 
out of laziness. She changed me to juice and water, where 
(ve already completed a pallet in lege than 2 hours. From 
what { can tell, there were 3 juice pallets and 2 juice carts in 
total, along with 2. pallets of water that | may not even have 
to worry about. The first pallet wag mostly Gatorade, which 
wag easy to throw up in the shelves. Annie’s had this nasty 
habit of starting our aggignments ag goon ag we walk in with 
no time to collect ourgelveg. She’s growing evermore 
demanding, rude, demeaning, and disrespectful each day, and 
many have quit because of it. She has periods where she 
keeps her nose out of our work, and periods where she 
obnoxiougly gcreame at everyone until we all have a 
headache. She changed my zone to Al4/I5 ag well, and I'm 
not t00 happy about that. I've been doing at least 40 minutes 
of overtime each day, and I’m continuing to do go today as 
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well. | may go for extra overtime today to try and make up for 
all of the time [’ve had to cut my time a bit short because of 
Paula’s new job. We need the money, Paula’ high school 
diplorna payment on our credit card just hit my credit gcore. It 
immediately went from 725 to 680. Credit gcores are a 
joke and a foolish boomer concept, but | need mine to be pic 
and gpan to get a house on a Gl bill regardless. 

The second pallet started off gmall. [t hag a variety of 
different iteme which will make it a bit more time conguming to 
stock, but overall juice & water ign’t ag bad tonight ag I'd 
originally anticipated. 
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O7/ 2072022 


Today, Annie, Nellie, and Mark are on shift. Nellie placed me 
in grocery, where l'm running 2 carts of AIO/Il. This ig a 
pretty calm night go far, aside from two of the new 
associates being extremely rude and impossible to work with. 
[ refuge to work with agsociates who blatantly steal carts, ram 
into you with their carts, ete. | took 2.5mg of melatonin to 
sleep yesterday while Paula wag at work, and now l’m 
completely exhausted. l'm working ag fast ag | can, which ig 
currently a gnail’s pace. 

[ finighed 3 carts in AIO/Il, and | completed a cart of 
aggorted iteme that belonged in random aigles. After throwing 
everything on the shelves, | began working on Al4/I5. | 
helped finish up the heavy freight around the time they called 
ug to pugh in carts, which wag about 4:40am. “Tm glad they 
called ug out for carts go early in the night, so we have ample 
time to throw agide our work.” | gaid sarcastically. t's 
5:23am, | need to zone in Al6/I7, even though it’s typically 
an eagy zone and takes litle to no effort, it’s just time 
conguming and the boredom leads to exhaustion gince you go 
from hauling heavy freight around on your feet all night long 
to calmly pulling boxes of pancake mix and jello forward. | just 
have to make it to’ 7am and ['m home free. | want to spend 
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tomorrow at my parents house, interviewing my dad regarding 
hig time in the army, and in Vietnam. ['m putting it in the 
second volume of “The Story Of Ethan Ruedlinger,” thig 
autobiographical geries. So far ['ve published “Shambles”, 
which ig volume lL. ('m proud of my achievement, but before | 
publigh thig volume, | need to finish the second and third and 
prepare them for publication. 
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OW Za) 2022 


Today, Charles and Nellie are on shift. Charles placed me in 
grocery in Al4/I5. Usually another aggociate worke in thig 
aigle, but because there wag a full pallet of grocery and at 
leagt two more carts, they placed me there to ensure it’s 
finighed. At firgt when Charleg gaid | wag to work in grocery, 
he gaid “Oh wait, you're in pets, gorry!” | took thig to mean 
what geems most obvioug, that | wag working in pets. Me and 
Daula went to Arby’s tonight, go ghe wag walking around the 
store picking up a few items we need while | went about 
getting up my work area for pets. The associate that typically 
worke in Al4/I5 walke over, and | agked if he wag working 
in pete ag well. He told me he’s the gole aggociate working in 
petg, and | wag to work in Al4/I5. | didn’t hear Charles 
make that digtinction at all, but neverthelegg, | walked over to 
Al4/I5 and began working on the large pallet. As it turng 
out, | wag supposed to head to Al4-/I5. So far I've completed 
the pallet of freight, and l’m working on finishing out the firgt 
cart. Paula left right after the store closed, but while we were 
open, we had rude, clearly legs-than-intelligent cugtomers with 
god complexes storming up and down each aigle, even beyond 
closing! It was {tl4pm when they had to start ushering people 
out, and we cloged at llom! Not only that, but they call over 
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the intercom that the store will cloge goon at 10:30pm, 
[0:45pm and 10:55pm, go it’s not like they didn’t all have 
ample warning that they were about to overstay their 
welcome. We prefer that customers leave early go they're not 
obstructing the aisles and treating us like garbage for just 
doing our jobs and trying to put food on our table. 

| went to my parent's houge on Thursday, ag per ugual. This 
time, however, | recorded dad’s Vietnam stories. | have yet to 
trangcribe them into the gecond volume of thig gerieg, but lll 
probably gtart working on that today when I'm off work. My 
break endg in 3 minutes. 

| did gome early grocery shopping during my lunch break to 
lighten the load when we go to Meijer’s. 

| completed all of my freight, 3 carts and a full grocery pallet, 
buy about 4:40am. Charles told me he wanted me to help 
one of the new associates, who ig in my opinion, the slowest 
of them all. [ ran hig freight, and while | wag putting away 5 of 
hig boxeg before he’d even touched one, he aggressively asked 
if | wag “looking for work” or if | wag gent to help. [ told him | 
wag gent to help, and continued working on the L-Cart until it 
wag finished. | cleaned everything up, took my beyond- 
overflowing cart of cardboard and bag of plastic, and gat 
down to break, which ig where l’m writing thig. It’¢ 5:23 am, 
and ’m exhausted. I’ve done nothing but work and hustle, and 
even after completing much more freight 
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than what ig required of others, | still have to not only finigh 
everything up for the lazy associates, but clean up their 
megges ag well. When I’m done with that, | can go back to 
hearing about how much of a garbage worker | am. Thig ig by 
far the most hostile and digcouraging civilian work 
environment I’ve ever had the digpleagure of gbending time in. 
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07/24/2022 


Annie and Charleg are on shift. Charles placed me in grocery 
in aigle AIZ/13. Ag far ag | can tell, | have 3 carte in total. 
The amount of cugtomers in my aigle ig ridiculous. It’g 
[O:36pm, and customers are pushing and shoving their way 
through my aisle despite me ensuring my cart ig out of their 
way. These city folke are some of the rudest people I’ve ever 
encountered. They treat me like tragh just because I'm 
working at Walmart. They conduct themgelves around me ag 
though they hold themselves to be far superior to any mere 
Walmart aggociate, even though I’m gure most of them work 
factory, warehouse, and retail jobs that would be considered 
below my pay and stature in thig company. Not that 'm 
guperficial and care about your job title or pay, but don't look 
down on me because of mine! I'd like to gee half of these 
people restart at 2O years old in this economy just to gee 
how long they'd last. | haven’t ran any freight yet because | 
had to uge the restroom. It’s only three pallets anyways. They 
gave William a slow agsociate to work with in frozen, and they 
have 6 full pallets. { could tell William was visibly angry when 
Charles gave him hig agsignment and told him of the 
workload. | would've been ag well. I'll try to help over there if | 
finigh up in time. 
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Im exhausted to the point of moving at a snails pace. Despite 
running the three carts belonging to my aisle ag quickly as 
possible, | till find myself slowing down exponentially. It’s 
becoming more difficult to keep up, especially considering my 
hip ig killing me and my joints are all aching furiously. 

[ finighed my three carts, and jugt ag | was finighing the last 
of the freight, Charles ran up to me and told me to help in 
frozen. | ran 2 frozen carts and helped them clean up. | got 
rid of the overstock and took my trash. Thig ig just another 
typical night of poor management and relying on employees 
to drop everything jugt to gave management trom their 
mistakes. 
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OT 25/2022 


Today, ag far ag | Know, Mark ig the only one on shift. He 
placed me in chemicalg with three tall pallet, which ign’t 
much, but it'll probably take most of the night. They've 
announced over the intercom at leagt |OOO,O00 timeg 
tonight that the store “Will be closing in X minuteg! Pleage 
make your final selection and make your way to the grocery 


female voice, and a deep, monotone male voice. The female 
voice sounded gimilar to a rude, obnoxioug team lead on Igt 
chiff, and the male voice gounded eerily similar to Pap, but 
not quite. [t was a bit more off puting, like if the uncanny 
valley could exigt in an audible form. The first pallet ig mainly 
detergent, go my iggue will be the lagt two pallets. The last two 
are filled to the brim with gmaller itemg that will be tedioug and 
time conguming to stock. 

[ finighed up with the 3 pallets in chemicals. [+ wagn’t much, 
and went by fairly quickly. Before | came to my lagt break. | 
zoned A3O, which ig the dishwashing accessories and wall 
plug in air fresheners. B30, at least in my opinion, ig the 
worst aisle of chemicals to zone. B28/29 ig laundry 
detergent, and A26/277 ig household cleaners, ingect killer, 
brooms, mops, ete. 
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07/26/2022 


Today, Annie and Nellie are on shift. Nellie placed me in 
grocery with the zone of AIO/Il, so naturally, | decided to 
work in AIO/Il. There were 4 carte in total, but ['ve already 
ran two and started on the third. [tg [2:32am, ['m just now 
getting around to taking my firgt break. My hip ig starting to 
kill me. 've been praying much more recently, praying that 
Cod will grant me thig VA Digability if it’s in hig will. | suppose 
('l find out goon wether it’s a part of hig plan for my life. 'm 
hoping it ig. | have to return goon. Another one of my army 
buddies ig telling me to purgue |OO% VA Digability. Mostly 
everyone in my life ig willing to help out with it in any way they 
can, but the true test will be wether it comes to pags, which 
may take 2, or even 5 years. 

l¥’¢ 49am. l've now completed 3 carts, and l've began 
working on my lagt one. Id really rather not help the lazy 
aggociates in AIZ/13, AI4/I5, and A8/9. Last | checked, 
not a ingle one of them hag gotten through even one and a 
half carte in the game length of time lve ran four. { don’t 
deserve to be forced to encourage their lazinegs at my 
expense. 

[tg 5:07am, I’m on my last break. While finighing up the last 
of my freight, Annie called me through the intercom to 
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come to the grocery backroome. “Ethan to the grocery 
backroome!” 

| walked back there, praying to God to keep me from losing 
my temper the entire walk. She simply wanted me to help in 
juice & water once I'd completed my + carts of freight. She 
couldn't walk over to me. | ran the remainder of my freight, 
and helbed the aggociate working in juice & water ag he 
finished throwing up {2 packs of goda cans. | gpent the last 
[O minutes before break zoning the first half of All. ’m 
worried | won't be able to extend my zone to last two hourg, 
and | surely shouldn't help an associate who ig too lazy to 
even complete their zone on time without help. [t’g really not 
difficult, if you run back through gome of my previous logg 
from when Paula was still working here, we'd often quite 
literally have half the store to zone. We were sometimes given 
up to 6O+ aisles, all of which had to be zoned well. What’ 
go hard about making only 2 aigles look gpic and span within 
a two hour window?! 
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OW 2172022 


Today, Mark, Nellie, and Annie are on ghitt. Nellie threw me in 
grocery with the zone of Al6/I7, and | found out very quickly 
that the reagon | wag given that zone wag go ghe’d have an 
excuse to throw me in Al6/I7 to run freight ag well. They had 
a tall grocery pallet for that aisle, and ag goon ag I'd hit the 
floor they agked me to run it. In the middle of me running the 
pallet, | pulled it with a pallet jack, and a few fragile iteme fell 
from the top and crashed to the ground, including pickles and 
Alfredo sauce. It wag one of the biggest gpille I've witnessed 
in my nearly ll monthg of working here, and the gmell was 
unbearable if you weren't a pickle fanatic. | tried cleaning it 
the best | could betore the maintenance team arrived. They 
helped clean the rest, and | took the shattered items to the 
claime bin in the grocery backroom. While one of the 
maintenance aggociates wag running through the aisle on hig 
drivable mopping machine (not gure what it’s called), | threw 
the rest of the freight from the pallet onto my grocery cart 
and yanked the pallet with the remaining freight that didn't 
belong in my aisle out of the aigle to where the other 
aggociates could run what belonged in their area. It’s cleaned 
now, thankfully, It’ [2:2'7am, I’ve ran a pallet and about half 
a cart of Al6/I7. Thig day hag gone by quickly go far, and 
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hopefully it continues to do go. 

(ve ran a full pallet plug a cart in Al6/I7. | then moved to 
A22/23, where | ran yet another cart. It’s 3:02am, I’m 
taking my lunch in my car after eating inside. I'll have to head 
back in at 3:44am, and lm not looking forward to it, but 
hey, it’s Friday! 

So | finighed up with my lunch break, and Annie immediately 
yellg at me to go help thoge working in frozen finigh up. Troy 
wag struggling becauge he wag placed there in frozen with 
two other associates who are slow and incompetent. | tried 
running hig freight ag fast as [ could to engure we finished at 
a decent time. | threw out all of their trash and helped him 
downstacked hig overstock. The other two yahoos were 
glowly running one box at a time while me and Troy were 
bolting through all of the work they were too lazy to do. | 
legitimately feel bad for Troy, management here ig diggusting, 
and they screw me, Troy, and William over on purpoge 
repeatedly. Like Troy gaid, ag long ag we put up with it it will 
continue, but there’s nothing to be done about it. | helped 
finigh hig work quickly, and | took my trash, and finally got 
here to break at 5:30am. It’g 5:40am, in 5 minutes I'll have 
to head on back. When | document my daily experiences, they 
geerm ridiculous to even retell. | suppoge | have the benetit of 
the actual experience engrained into my head, but it’s still 
rather alarming that a buginees can get away with treating its 
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employees like this. If | hadn't goed up and ran freight for 
dear life, they would’ve screamed at him, for something he 
had nothing to do with. Were grogsly underpaid for the 
amount of work we do ag well. With Bidenflation ravaging the 
nation, all of ug lower middle clage workers know exactly how 
hard it ig right now to get by. 
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OM 29/2027 


[t’¢ 8:47pm. | have to go back to work in about 43 minutes. 
| spent my weekend gigning books and bringing them to my 
parentg house go my family can pick up their regpective 
copies when they visit. 

Charles ig on shift tonight. He gave me Al4./I5, with the zone 
of Al4/15. Surprisingly (not) Al4/I5 hag a tall pallet, along 
with two tall carts. Thig ig at leagt double the freight of any 
other grocery aisle. Of courge they would put me there. Troy 
and William have 5 pallets in frozen tonight. ’'ve been trying to 
help them the best | can whenever | get a chance gince | 
know how migerable it ig to have the heaviest workload in the 
store. Wilson called me over and asked for help with cutting 
the cellophane wrap off of one of their pallets. The pallet was 
barely taller than the floor, filled with ice cream, and it had at 
least [0 rolle of wrap plastered around it. The wrap wag 
frozen to the pallet and almost too thick to cut. | got started 
with my pocket knife and finighed it off with my box cutter, 
but that was comical. 

ve completed the full pallet. My boxes and trash are piled up 
now, l'll most likely have to empty it before I’m finighed with 
my freight for the night. [t's (2:33am, I’m on firgt break. I’ve 
been ligtening to a narration of the Bible on the Bible app. 
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Paula’s now off for her weekend, which ig a typical weekend 
since it's Saturday. She wants me to help wash dishes when 
come home from work. I'm in an empty break room since | 
came to break much later than my ugual time. I’ve tried 
writing more in the previous books, since I’m keeping thig 
logbook while algo writing out the two previous volumes. 
“Forever You'll Be” ig going sort of glow, l’m still trangcribing 
the interview with my dad, Leonard Ruedlinger. The interview 
itgelf ig around 40 minutes long, I've trangcribed up to the [O 
minute mark. [t’g taking a bit longer than expected, and the 
interview ig taking up multiple pages, but it’s no worry. | algo 
haven't taken down my genealogy from my natural mother 
and father, Jami and Sean. My break ig nearly over, and I'll 
have to return to the two carte | have left that are filled with 
randomized freight that will take some time to organize 
enough to effectively stock. The associates on second shift 
could've eagily stacked the carte in order and left out any 
iteme that didn’t belong in the aigle the cart wag meant for, 
but of course, they have to add iteme that don’t belong 
purposely, with no regard to their inconveniencing of others. 

| completed my last cart before heading to break. On my way 
to break, Charles stopped me and told me to help out in 
frozen when | returned from lunch. When [ returned, | took the 
maggive amount of trash ('d accumulated to the back, and got 
to work. They had about two pallets worth of freight left, and 


598 


we ran them all. | took their tragh afterward and went to 
break. [ gtill have Al4/I5 to zone before I'm free for the day. 
[tg 5:25am, I’m ready to go home. | suppose | should get to 
zoning. 
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O77 2022 


Today, Charles ig on shift. | wag placed in frozen with two 
other associates who are slow. We have 8 pallets to do 
tonight, and we've completed 3. It’s (2:35am, firet break. I'm 
already exhausted. l’m go angry | could have a heart attack. 
Second ghift hag ruined geveral carts of overstock today by 
leaving it out to heat up and rot. | have to deal with it. On top 
of that, they expect me to be able to do twice the work of 
two of the fastest associates practically alone. Second shift 
hag migplaced nearly everything they've gpent all day 
stocking. They need to be fired, and if they come to me about 
anything second shift hag caused today, | may be fired for 
hostility. ‘ve been fighting all night go far to contain the rage 
that’s bubbling up within me. These are the worst kinds of 
night at Walmart, nearly every night | have to pick up after the 
other two shifts and correct their migtakeg, but nights like 
these are the brunt of it. Second shift ig the reagon why this 
store ig a digaster, and the fact that they can remain 
employed here with no repercussions ig diggusting. lf | did half 
of what they've done, I'd be fired ingtantly, and Walmart 
would be guing me for negligence. I’m not breaking my hip to 
get thig freight done, if | get fired today because there’s not a 
single manager or associate in thig supercenter that hag a 
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quarter of a functional brain cell, then go be it. | don’t care 
anymore. l’d much rather be homelegs and penniless than 
working for aggressive, tyrannical idiote like these. 

So we've downstacked every pallet, completed 6, and have a 
few carts left. We were told not to worry with the one in the 
bakery freezer. Ite 2:37, nearly lunch time for me. | wrapped 
our bakery pallet and dragged it to the back. As | was 
attempting to pull it into the deli freezer, it collapged into 
rubble. | left it, 'm over it. | can’t deal with thig. Come to think 
of it, | believe [ left the cooler door ajar, | ghould check. 

So | checked, and shut the door. After | came back from 
lunch, | had to fix more of gecond ghift’g migtakes. | had to 
pick up the slack for the other two agsociates and it was 
extremely overwhelming. Charles came up to me and decided 
to give me a lecture about the pallet that had fallen over. 
Turns out, the team leads in bakery blew up over it and told 
Charles to make us fix it over their walkieg. So [ had to go in 
there and fix that huge pallet of 4Olb+ garbage that’s 
heavier taller than me just becauge those fat lazy women 
can't pick anything up to gave their lives. 've downgtacked 
everything for them for a year, but God forbid they actually 
have to do their job. And God forbid if | don’t get everything 
done and pick up everyone elge’s slack, and God forbid | 
actually stand up for myself if | do I'm being too aggressive. 
Not at all! | should be much more aggressive, I'm giving them 
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Lee-way and they're squandering it. They'll learn very goon if 
they keep thig up. | nearly quit today, the clown monkey retard 
ghenanigang are getting to be too much, it’s not even worth 
the food on my table anymore. 

When [ returned from lagt break, Charles told me that my 
zone had been gwitched from paper to frozen. lt wag already 
6am because of the mishaps, correcting other associate's 
incompetence, and the idiocy of management, go | had to 
zone 5 aigleg and 6 end caps within the span of about 45 
minutes. The typical allotted time for zoning ig 2 hours for 2 
aigles, if thig gives you any idea as to how foolish this was on 
Charlee’ part. [ had a rough night last night, and in the midst of 
my anger, while | wag zoning, | began ligtening to the YouTube 
channel “Lion Of Judah”, which gives sermons on certain 
Biblical topics. The topic of today’s video wag anger, 
forgiveness, and controlling anger. | genuinely felt as though 
Cod was speaking to me in that moment through them. [t’¢ 
gtrange that they would preach in depth about what | wag 
going through when they haven't covered anger much in their 
pagt few years on YouTube. 
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08/01/2022 


Today, Mark ig on shift. Mark hag placed me in grocery, with 
the zone of AIO/Il. So, naturally, ve decided to work on 
AIO/Il. So far, lve rid of countless empty boxes that were 
just sitting on the shelves, and I’ve put up a good amount of 
boxes. [t’g [kO5pm, they just came over the intercom with 
their announcement that the store ig cloging. [t geemg they're 
getting more aggressive with it, today they told shoppers to 
“Head to the grocery side checkout and stop all further 
shopping immediately!” | guppoge they have to be aggressive 
now, with how self centered and incongiderate these city 
dwellers are. 

ve ran 3 carts and a pallet in AIO/Il. It’s 3:4lam, im still on 
break until 3:57am. (m jugt waiting at thig point, ve already 
eaten. ['m just waiting to return home really. 

So | wag finighing up with my freight for the night when | 
grabbed at a box and it sliced my thumb open. Blood was 
pouring down my hand. | put pressure on it and one of the 
associates who rung mod patched me up. Since she hag a 
gon that workg here, ’d imagine it wag a motherly ingtinct 
gort of thing. But she patched my thumb, | went back to 
work, and it started goaking through the bandages and 
pooling in the glove | wag wearing over the bandages and 
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gauze. The associate had me hold the gash until the bleeding 
stopped. [t took around an hour or go to completely stop. 
When | came home Paula gaid | probably should've gotten 
stitches. | don’t need stitches... Anyway, when | grabbed at 
the jar, it sliced my thumb open, but it didn’t really hurt. U'd 
imagine it wag from the shock gince it’ gtarting to feel more 
paintul. 
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08/02/2022 


Today, Mark ig on shift, and he’s placed me in chemicals with 
one other associate. My hand ig wrapped in bandages to keep 
dirt out of my wound, and to remind me that | need to be 
gentle with my thumb or it could break open and bleed again. 
[t hagn’t given me much trouble tonight other than making it 
difficult to work. [t wag hard to determine what 2nd shift left 
for ug ag overstock and ag freight to be ran, but we finally 
digtinguished 5 pallets that need to be ran, and go far we've 
ran nearly 2. {t’g not enough at thig point in the night, but it’s 
cloger than we could’ve been. 

| moved from chemicals to petg after completing the 5 pallets. 
| took my tragh 3 times tonight. | ran a whole pallet of dog 
food plus two pallets of gmaller iterns. Once | finighed | pulled 
the overstock back, took my trash back, and now all | have to 
do ig zone A20/21, which doegn’t seem to be that grueling 
of a tack. 
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08/03/2022 


Today, Mark and Nellie are on shift. Of course, Mark placed 
me in dairy. Dairy ig probably the worst area to work apart 
from frozen. We had “I2 hours of freight”, whatever that 
meang, and we've ran 4 pallets that | know of. | helped run 
2, and [ran | juice/milk/creamer pallet alone. | took 
everyone's cardboard to the bailer, and I'm now approaching 
lunch. [tg currently 2:33am. I’m ready to go have some food 
and get off my feet for a bit. My right thumb was obliterated 
earlier thie week, but now my left thumb was cut by 
cardboard, go it’s bloodied. We finished dairy after running at 
least 6 or 7 pallets in total. | wag exhausted by the end of it, 
egnecially considering this ig my Friday. 've worked hard all 
week long to the point of exhaustion, | have dark circles 
under my eyes and my entire body ig sore. My hip hag been 
grinding away and throbbing with sharp pain. But hey, at 
leact | can lift 4O+lbg like it’s nothing because of all thig 
hard work l’ve been doing over the past few months. It’s 
really not a very good trade in for your peace, rest, and 
ganity though. 
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08/05/2022 


(’m not looking forward to heading into work tonight. It’s 
2:22pm. | can’t sleep at all. ’m exhausted, even though I’ve 
glept for nearly 2 whole days already. I've been slowing down 
at work, not on purpose but ag a result of my recently 
gustained injury, ag well ag my deteriorating hip. Charles and 
Mark have both noticed, and they've been increagingly rude 
toward me. It’g gtrange that Mark had been passively rude, 
he’s been the most decent bogs I’ve had gince my squad 
leader Specialigt Foreman in 2-44 ADA lOlst BDE. It’s a 
chame I’ve been at Walmart ag long ag | have, I’ve been 
hoping to find a better job goon. 
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08/06/2022 


Well, it’s the start of a new week. Today, Charles and Nellie 
are on shift. Charles placed me in dairy, the worst area to 
work besides frozen. l’ve noticed that Pap hag been working 
on firet shift for a while now, and Annie hag been gone. I’m 
not gure what everyone's up to, nor do | really care 
considering it doesn't concern me, but I’m definitely enjoying 
a break from the obnoxious coaches. Dairy has 6 pallets, | 
ran an entire egg pallet alone, one agsociate hag ran a milk/ 
juice pallet, and [ve helped the other run a cheese pallet. Ag 
far ag | know, we only have three pallets remaining, God be 
willing. Thig wag a relatively heavy night, but one agsociate ig 
fact and hag been working here for ageg, and l’ve been 
gpeeding along trying to work diligently and be independent 
degnite not being very familiar with dairy. It's 12:44am, U'l 
probably cut thie break short to grab a drink. I’m exhausted 
and need ag much caffeine as | can safely congume. Thig ig 
about to be a very long night. 

So we've completed 5 1/2 pallets, we have about one half of 
a pallet remaining. It’¢ 2:40am, | have to return to work at 
3:20am. l’m not happy that | had to take a very early lunch 
at all, but | didn’t have much of a choice considering they 
dragged the dairy pallet to the back. ['m thinking they'll 
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end up throwing me in frozen after dairy, which ig a one- two 
Chrig Brown combo, but hey, ag a decent worker, lm just an 
ageet to them. During the meeting when Charles wag calling 
out our aggignments, William looked at me and gaid “I just 
know he'll be putting me in frozen.” Immediately after he gaid 
thig, Charles called out: “William, you'll be in frozen with Troy. 
| threw my face into my hands to suppress my laughter. When 
| wag placed in dairy, | till didn’t stop chuckling. { knew it 
wag coming, it’s either Juice & water, frozen, dairy, or 
chemicale these days. The time I’ve gpent in grocery over the 
pact few weeks wag R&R, and | still had plenty of rough 
work regardlege. 

So ag it turned out, we had 7 pallets in total, all of which we 
completed at 4:42am, which ig when | took my tragh, 
because prior to thig time, Charles told me to take my tragh 
to the GM bailer before 4:45am go | could head outside for 
carts. | took my tragh and went outgide to get carts. | just 
now returned, and I’m gitting at break. It’s currently 5:[Oam, 
and I'm waiting to zone GM hotgpots, which ig basically a 
magsive zone that ('m regpongible for. | believe | haven't been 
agsigned thig zone since Paula lett... 


) 


609 


08/07/2022 


Today, Charles, Nellie, and Annie are on shift. Unfortunately, 
the most obnoxious employee in the store hag returned. | was 
placed in frozen tonight by Charles, and { went in the back 
and grabbed every L-Cart, along with the first pallet, by 
myself. The other two aggociates didn’t show up until much 
later. We have 6 pallets, and we've completed 4. The last two 
are downstacked onto cart, ready to be ran. We shoved the 
carte in the freezer and went to lunch. [It’s 2:40am, | went 
out to my car for lunch. | have to return at 3:09, and lm 
certainly not looking forward to it. | have to zone frozen ag 
well, go the night will drag on very slowly, and with Annie 
back, if | done take my time in frozen they'll force me to do 
[Ox the work everyone elge ig doing instead of 3x. I’m 
exhaugted. Some of the most heavy freight we get in frozen 
were on many of the pallets, and picking up and throwing it all 
around ig exhausting. | feel like | could sleep. In fact, | may try 
to take a nap. 
We finally finighed frozen after racing through the freight. | 
honestly didn’t think we were going to finigh before it wag 
time to zone. | threw out all of the trach and went to break. 
tg now 5:3lar, Ul mogt likely uge the restroom and gtart 
zoning frozen. The night should be a bit more lax trom here, 
Cod be willing. 
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08/08/2022 


Today, Mark and Annie are on shift. Mark placed me in 
Chemicals with 2 pallets, one mostly of gmaller iteme and one 
of larger items. Annie ig in the aigle next to me “working,” 
which ig really jugt her making a megs for everyone elge to 
clean up considering ghe’s a white collar who hag authority 
over ug yet no idea how to actually do our job or what's 
involved in our work on a day to day basis. 

[tg currently 3:20am.. l'll have to return to work at 
3:38am. I'm not looking forward to it. | virtually have the 
very bottom of a chemical pallet left to finish up. I'm exhausted 
beyond belief because we grabbed our groceries hours before 
| came to work, go | didn’t get much gleep at all. | wag dozing 
off when | came home, and even on my way home, go | know 
l'm in need of gome good rest. 

t’¢ 5:24am. Upon returning from my break, Annie called me 
back into the “AD Office.” | was beyond angry when walking 
in. She only called me to the other side of the gtore to ask if | 
could zone paper along with chemicals. So, | finighed the last 
of my freight and zoned all of chemicale before beginning my 
break. [ hit my hand on the corner of a shelf, and now it hag 
twinges of pain that feel like lightning when | use it. 'm gure 
it’ only bruiged, though. [t’¢ not swollen and 
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there's barely a mark on it. 've already put my cart up, and 
('m fairly certain that paper hag empty boxes that | can’t just 
fill up with other items surrounding them, go lll probably have 
to walk to the other gide of the gtore and back just to 
digpoge of them. When | get home I’m getting something in my 
stomach, showering, and going straight to sleep. For some 
reagon lm more comfortable gleeping on the couch than in the 
bed when Paula’e away. | told Paula during my lunch break 
that ('m in a lot of pain this week and [ don’t know how much 
longer | can keep thig up. My strength and my ability to keep 
up with thig job up until now hag agtounded me, and | know if 
it weren’t for Chrigt strengthening me (“I can do all things 
through Christ who strengthens me.” Philippiane 4:13) | know 
| wouldn’t be here today. I’m till struggling, and | have a 
feeling I'll always gtruggle with gin. ('m a ginful man, but | 
know that God’s mercy ig greater than my gin, and that 
through him | can overcome it. 
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08/09/2022 


Today, Mark and Annie are on shift. Surprisingly, Mark put 
me in grocery. | ran a pallet plug a cart of freight in Al4-/I5, 
which ig algo where l’m zoning. | then went to help another 
aggociate run hig freight in AI6/17. [tg now 2:29am, and the 
freight for thoge two aigles ig gone. I’m not gure what they'll 
have me do when [ return at 3:2lam, but l’m not looking 
forward to it. Thig week hag been one of the longest I’ve had 
in a long while. 

| completed a few more carts worth of freight by the end of 
the night. It’s 5:l4arn, it’s nearly time to zone. I’m ready to 
just retire already... exhaustion ig inevitable by the first or 
second day of the week at thig point. 
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08/10/2022 


Today, Mark, Nellie, and Annie are on shift. Mark threw me in 
chemical with 3 pallets. (’m sick, probably with COVID since 
it wag going around at Paula’s work, and | have no choice but 
to continue working. | can’t afford to take anything off, and | 
don’t get sick days. That’s something you should keep in 
mind while shopping here, when we get sick we don't have the 
luxury of taking off work. Thig ig at leagt the 5th time I’ve 
had to work all the way through being sicker than a dog while 
working here at Walmart, 've completed 2 pallets so tar and 
[ve ran a bit of freight off of the last one. It’s 2:[4am, nearly 
lunch time. Annie and Nellie have been pacing around my 
work area. | talked to another agsociate about it and he gaid 
they've asked him how much freight he’s ran a couple times. | 
normally complete about 2-3 pallets throughout an entire 
night. They have no place to gay anything to me about my 
gpeed, go if they're glancing at my progress for that reason, | 
won't even entertain the notion should they attempt to bring it 


up. 
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08/13/2022 


Today, Charles and Nellie are on shift. Charles placed me in 
dairy with one decent agsociate and one agsociate | find hard 
to tolerate due to hig cockinegs and acting ag a supervigor 
with authority he doesn’t possess. We have a total of 5 
pallets, and we’ve completed two go far. We're running 
through two more now, and it’s 12:41. My break endg at 
(2:50, and lm not looking forward to continuing work. I’m 
trying to stay calm and ignore thig associate ag he continues 
to talk down to me like [’m hig child and tell me what to do. 
Thig hag already been a long night, and it will only get longer. 
So it’g 2:29am, l’m on lunch. [ have to return to work at 
3:08am. !'m not sure how many pallets we've knocked out 
congidering Charles grabbed me for carts right around 
:-45am. We pulled every last cart into the building and got 
back to work. By the time Ud returned, the other two 
associates working with me in dairy had already returned 
everything to the coolers. | had no choice but to head to break 
immediately. lm sitting in my car for my lunch break. The sky 
ig pitch black, and there's a full moon out tonight. There's a 
few lights on in the city but it’s relatively quiet for what you'd 
expect. [ve heard rumorg that they might return to Walmart 
being open 24 hours per day. I’m hoping that’s not the cage, 
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| don’t think we'd get around to running any freight with 
everyone rudely pughing and shoving around ug and telling us 
to drop what we're doing and get out of their way because 
they decided to shop at Walmart at 10:30pm. My birthday ig 
in [0 days, U'll be 2! years old. U'l “officially” be an adult, even 
though, ag you all know, I’ve really been an adult gince | wag 
[6 years old. I’m dreading returning to work. Dairy ig among 
the worst locations in the store, especially when one of the 
associates you're placed with ig among the worst in on Srd 
chift. 
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08/14/2022 


[t’¢ currently 9:48pm. | haven't entered the building yet, but | 
will at 9:5lom. l'm dreading it. 

Charles and Annie are on shift. Charles placed me in frozen 
with two of the slowest associates, one of which ig among 
the rudest. We have 6 pallets, and one associate ig leaving the 
area by firgt break. We were expected to complete at least 2 
by firet break, Charles ig helping run freight, it’s 2:34am 
and we're still on the second pallet. My break will be over at 
(2:40. The workload for tonight ig ridiculous. My rage hag 
barely been contained. I'll have to go back goon. Me and 
Charles already downgtacked the overstock, and (’m gure 
they'll be plenty more throughout the night. My entire body ig 
in throbbing pain, !’m coughing and hacking my lungs out, I’m 
the last person that should be working frozen today. They 
really don’t care if all of ug fell over dead today ag long ag we 
finigh our work, 

So Charles quit working in our area, and he pulled another 
associate away ag well. We're down to two associates and 
we ve completed around 3 {/2 pallets by ourselves. We have 
one pallet and two carte left, but we took a late lunch, go Il 
be returning at 3:52am. I'm exhausted from being angry and 
rushing to get thie done. I’ve been coughing my lungg up and 
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my chest hurts. Thig ig not good on my cold or COVID, or 
whatever | have. 

So | finighed out the remainder of the freight, took all of my 
tragh, moved the overstock around, downgtacked it all, put it 
away, and zoned everything, I’ve practically done half the 
work alone tonight. Thig ig getting unbearable. To top it al off 
people keep leaving carts and pallets around my area. Annie 
came by and asked if the carts and pallets were mine. | gaid 
no, we had one extra pallet but the rest were uged for 
overstock. She yelled “Cet rid of them! They couldn't be 
anyone elge’s!” { didn’t let my anger get to me thig time, | just 
pulled the pallets to the back. I'm go sick of being treated like 
a subhuman child in slavery, that (d rather be homelegs or in 
prigon than continue on with thig nongenge. 've met homelese 
people that are much happier than the individuale working 
here, and l’ve been homeless, and | wag happier then than ( 
am now! | may sound like I’m whining, but l'm disrespected 
and mistreated by every single pergon | come into contact 
with on a daily basig, with the exception of my wife and my 
parents. This ig taking such a heavy toll on my mind that | 
don’t know how much longer { can contain my rage. Every 
gingle customer that’s get foot in my aigle, lagt night and thig 
morning, hag talked down to me ag if I’m inferior to them in 
every conceivable way. It’s currently 6:54am, I’m walking 
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out of here. People have long abandoned decency and are 
chasing their own selfish desires and gatiating their own 
gaturated egos, and it’s only getting worse. l've just about had 
it. 
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08/15/2022 


Today, Annie and Mark are on shift. Sid placed me in 
grocery, where | reluctantly decided to begin running AlO/II. 
2nd shift ig in charge of unloading grocery freight from 
incoming digtribution center tucks and placing it all onto 
topstock carte, which they then wheel out to ug at the end of 
their ghifte for stocking. There's been many nights where 
we've had to get our own carte because they were slacking, 
which wouldn't be bad if there weren't multiple carte per area 
and we have to retrieve them from the GM side. It’s currently 
(2:36am, lve already ran through 3 topstock carts, and (’m 
on my fourth, there’s about 5 in total, go { should only have 2 
left. | algo have nearly a full cart of overstock. The night ig 
looking eagy, but tedious. Working at Walmart hag taught me 
a few things go far, especially that even the boring, mundane, 
and migerable can often be unpredictable. Day-to-day events 
are never guaranteed to remain the same, even during the 
monotonous rat race of working at the blue collar bottom-tier 
of corporate capitaliem. | already have a full cart of cardboard 
and a full bag of plastic. 

(ve ran 5 carte in total. Annie came up to me and demanded 
[run a pallet of canned vegetableg and macaroni. lm not 
happy about it considering | still have a full cart lett to 
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run in my aisle, and she’s running freight in the canned 
vegetable aigle along with two other associates. I’m not gure 
how she expects me to work around them, she just wastes 
my time and annoys me by making me work in a crowded 
aigle. 

| have to return to work, it’s 3:4-9arn. I’m jugt now finighing 
my lunch break. Oh well. 

So | finighed zoning and took my break. A Igt ghift agsociate 
made an excellent point; We spend our last two hours zoning, 
when OCP and customers are coming up right behind us and 
destroying the area we just took our time perfecting. It really 
ig ridiculoug when you take it into consideration. OCP can’t 
ctay out of your aigle, they have to have their entire crew 
grabbing groceries from the shelves for online shoppers ag 
goon ag the doors open. There should be a delay of some 
gort, or perhaps they should keep the store cloged until 7am 
rather than opening at 6am during our shift. 
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08/16/2022 


Today ig my Thurgday. Mark and Annie are on shift, and 
Mark put me in paper. l’ve ran 4 pallets go far, with 2 or go 
remaining. Mark ran by earlier and started helping, even 
though | have the situation fully under control. { think he wantg 
me to finish early go he can uge me elgewhere. | tried taking 
my two full carts of trash to the bailer in the GM backroom, 
but Cap 2 has it entirely blocked off with huge pallets of 
random garbage. | just dragged my cart back to paper and 
left them there. If | don’t have time to get rid of them, that’s 
their problem. The managers need to learn how to manage 
properly. 

[tg 5:lSam. Once | wag done with my 7 pallets of paper, | 
wag gent to help in the area next to mine; Chemicals. | ran 
about and and a half pallets over there. | cleaned up the other 
associate's cardboard. He wag just throwing hig boxes on the 
ground in front of chemicale. | had to break down geveral of 
them and push them down into my cart. [ ran about 3 carts 
overflowing with cardboard to the bailer. | aleo went and 
grabbed carts outside, which not many people helped with. 
There were about 5 others in total. ’ve put in a lot of work 
tonight. At firgt, | wag annoyed at Cap 2’e coach. Cap 2 has 
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megged up every gingle tack lve been given throughout my 
time here at Walmart becauge they’re the ones in charge of 
enguring the freight ig sorted properly, which they fail 
migerably at, and the sorting always ultimately falle on us. 
He's spent a good amount of time here working tonight, but 
he hasn't accomplighed much. | noticed he made a bail on the 
CM side after blocking the bailer off with pallets for a few 
hours go | couldn’t digpoge of my cardboard. | had a full cart 
tonight betore the gtore closed, which ig typically unheard of. 
Normally a gingle cart will last you the entirety of the night, 
but | wag putting in good work today, considering | jugt want 
to go home. They have no excuse not to leave me to my 
zoning and allow me to take my time. | jugt noticed this book 
hag hit 40,000 words. For reference, Shambles. The firgt 
volume in thig gerieg, only hit around 39,000 words entirely. 
[tg nearly time for me to return to work. 5:30am ig when I'll 
head back, and it’s already 5:29am. 
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08/17/2022. 


Oh boy, do | have a lot to write today... 

Today, Mark, Annie, and Nellie are on shift. Mark placed me 
in chernicalg with Zaleb, and I’m algo zoning chemicale 
conveniently enough. Annie waited until ever associate 
entered the break room for the meeting. She then started by 
warning ug that we have to keep up with the hours that are 
assigned to our workloads. She announced that we will now 
be labeling each individual item on our overstock pallet, which 
can sometimes mean well over one hundred iteme that we wil 
have to individually scan, print tags, and stick the tags onto 
after running multiple pallets of freight for the night. She cried 
out like a banghee that we will all be held accountable for our 
productivity. Bob gpoke up immediately, speaking up about 
our experiences dealing with firgt and second shift, and how 
we know firethand that they're the culprits behind our 
obstacles, such ag plugging (filling a goot with the wrong 
product) and migmatching freight on pallets. Annie not only 
ignored Bob's concerns, and he spoke for us all of course, 
but she then proceeded to defend Cap 2’s actiong by 
attempting to tell ug to our faces that Cap 2 ign't responsible 
for the freight on pallets or grocery carts. I've watched them 
stack pallets and carts pergonally in the GM back roorn, | 
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know for a fact she wag covering for them. | don’t know why, 
maybe ag an excuge to continue burdening ug with fixing 
everyone elge’s mistakes, thug giving the other shifts a free 
pags to slack off ag they please with zero accountability. Ag 
for the hours per area comment, those hours are imagined by 
men who went to college on mommy & daddy's money just to 
git at a desk their whole liveg, they haven’t a clue what 
they’re talking about when they agsign “hours.” What they 
geem to be 9 houre of freight ig (somewhere around) 7 pallets 
of chemicals. 7 pallets of chemicals, in reality and outside of 
their white collar dream world ig cloge to {8+ hours of work 
for an individual on a good day. When they gay “9 hours of 
freight.”, they mean it would take one man 9 hourg to 
complete. As for our productivity, our shift, Overnight 
Stocking, ig by far the fastest, most organized, responsible, 
and most productive out of the entire store. Another point ( 
can make from firsthand experience. Ag for labeling, that’s 
entirely unrealistic. [t's impossible for ug to run {8+ 0 hourg 
worth of pallets just to turn around and individually gcan, 
print, and stick labels on [OO+ items of overstock without 
getting into overtime to complete our 2 hour zones. Bob 
mentioned to me that the head bogges have made calle similar 
to thege, and have even made the labeling rule on a number of 
occasions. The iggue ig, ag they goon tind out every time, it 
decreases the gtore’s productivity drastically by forcing one 
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shift to do everything, and they eventually discontinue the 
new rule. I’ve geen thig when Steve, the old acting store 
manager, tried to force us all to block zone each and every 
day. We couldn't, there wag a reagon we were all given an 
entire night to block zone. We didn’t have nearly enough time 
to so much ag attempt a block zone, go it fell by the wayside. 
During a phone call with Paula earlier in the night, | mentioned 
that | may not be able to maintain my employment here much 
longer. [ve done nothing but break my gpine (and my right hip) 
working over the pagt year just to Keep my job here, if they 
have anything to say regarding my “productivity”, [ will no 
longer have the ability to quell my anger. She's looked around 
for other jobs, but nothing viable hag really come up go far. | 
called the doctor yesterday, I'll have to call again after work 
today. I’m able to get an appointment scheduled two weeks 
from now, and Paula can come with me. I'll get everything 
documented on paper for my VA claim. | haven't kept up with 
politics in a while, but it seems like things have really gone 
down hill, and Joe Biden ig to blame. He’s obliterated our 
economy and blamed it on the Russians. Now, hard working 
poor clagg Americans like me and my wife are struggling just 
to survive and not loge our homes. Such is life, | suppose. 
Riches are worthless anyways, you can't take anything you 
get in thig life with you. It’ nice to have modern creature 
comforts, a decent place to live, and financial 
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freedom, but even that wouldn’t lagt for me if { had it. 'm 
more worried about what God thinke of me than anyone elge. 
Even ag | struggle to maintain my relationship with him, | 
know he hagn’t changed from day one. | know he hasn't 
changed hig mind about me, and he’s gtill right here with me, 
fighting thege battleg alongside me. I’m getting through thig 
because of him. I’ve gurvived all of the horrible things I’ve 
been subjected to over these past few years because he’s 
gtrengthened me. 
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08/19/2022 


Me and Paula went to the fair yesterday. The Indiana State 
Fair. Her work paid for the tickets, our state senator reduced 
the ticket price to $3 for yesterday only. Finding parking was 
a nightmare, and the crowd was overwhelmingly maggive. 
Without exaggeration, there were thousands attending the fair. 
There were food venders and little shop tents get up for a few 
mileg. We bought some dinner, two chicken buckets with 
wattle fries. | went to a booth that had an air gun similar to 
the firing range simulators [’m the army. lt had an air hoge 
hooked up to it, but it wasn't a real M4, it wag a 
bastardization of a Thompson machine gun. The gun fired 
BB’s, and the goal was to shoot out every bit of the red gtar 
that was printed on a white target. | only took one crack at if, 
and managed to obliterate the target, gave for a mall red 
corner. [t wagn't a tegt of marksmanship, but how 
gporadically you could fling your shots. At the other booth we 
went to, a man wag sitting on a stool with a sign behind him 
labeled “I'll quegs your age within 2. years.” Paula gave him 
$5 and asked him how old she ig. He guessed 29, since 
ghe’s 21, she won the bet. She got a litle stuffed animal and 
we went on. We bought a hand carved wooden night light for 
our bathroom ag well. [t wasn’t a bad time, but navigating 
through the hordes of brain dead city dwellers wag rough. 
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O8/20/2022 


[tg now night, my ghift hag started. [t’¢ [2:2'7am. Charles and 
Nellie are on shift. Charles placed me in frozen with Rick and 
another associate. We have 5 pallete to complete, 2 of which 
are finighed. We have 2 tall pallets and one short pallet. My 
mother asked me to call her on the way to work. She 
mentioned a houge in Browngburg that we could buy for 
$179k. lg not that bad either, it hag three shedg for storage, 
three bedrooms, one bathroom, about lk square feet of space. 
[tg better than our current living situation, we don’t have 
gpace for anything in our tiny one bedroom apartment that 
we pay $k a month for. (d rather pay Ik a month for a 
houge with more space and a nice yard! The siding ig green 
aluminum, meaning | can pressure wash it with no problem. ["l 
have to buy a pressure washer, but | know how much Paula’s 
been wanting to uge one. We may algo need to buy our own 
digh washer, wagher, and dryer, but that shouldn't be too 
much of any iggue. We're currently hand waghing our dighes 
because our dighwagher ig old and they have yet to replace it, 
and we have several laundromats nearby. | wag considering 
getting my old dregs blues dry cleaned go | can put then in a 
shadow box and just buy a new get for any gort of event | 
might wear them to. l'Il have to get out the old regs and 
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replace my ribbong and unit awards correctly though. lm 
excited about the house. Apparently mom called our 
apartment complex and they gaid we could move out with 60 
days notice and 4 months rent. Thig meang we could have 
enough time to get a VA loan on a house finighed up before 
we move out, and we can start right away. We're probably 
going tomorrow to check out thig houge and gee if we think 
it’e worth moving into and fixing up. We'll algo need at least 
$lk for movers ag well. 'm glad | could get my firgt houge by 
21. 
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08/21/2022 


Today, Annie and Charles are on shift. Charlee threw me in 
paper with 9 pallets. ['m still working on the firgt pallet, which 
ig gmall paper. It'¢ |0:4-6pm, the store ig more busy that it’s 
been in quite a while. People have walked by my aisle and 
looked at me like 'm scum multiple times, and of courge, I'd 
expect nothing legs from the people of Brownsburg. They're 
not the most morally upright individualg, they're certainly not 
the most humble by far. In fact, quite the opposite. Most of the 
other pallets are big paper. ['ll just have to find a pallet Jack 
gomewhere in the backroome go | can knock thoge out much 
faster. 

So ag it turng out, | actually have [0 pallets. l’ve ran 7 go far, 
but the remaining three may take the remainder of the night. 
The final three have gome of the more difficult and time 
conguming itemg to stock. Typically, the smaller the individual 
iteme are, the more tedious they are to stock. This ig very 
much the cage when it comes to working in paper. [t's nearly 
time to return to work. | wag going to take the day off since | 
went to talk to my brother today about a job opportunity that 
hag arigen. Paula and ( went to lunch afterwardg, and didn’t 
return home until around tOOpm. | want to take off work on 
Tuesday go | have my birthday off. | worked on my birthday 
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last year on August 23rd, 2021, because | wag working at 
HomeCoods. HomeGoods wasn’t much better than Walmart 
in terme of management and work environment, and the 
workload wag tremendous. The only aggociateg who could 
keep up with it were mostly foreigners who were used to 
breaking their backs constantly for low pay. It’s [2:4lam. | 
don’t think it’s my time to return to work, but | will anyways. 
[have a large amount of freight to gift through, go | should get 
right on it, although ('m almost certain it won't lagt until Sam. 
('ve finished 9 pallets go far. The last one will probably keep 
me busy for the remainder of the night until { have to zone 
paper. | wag algo made to grab carts on top of everything 
alge. 

So right when [ got to the last portion of my [Oth pallet, 
Charles came up to me and told me to go help in frozen. They 
had an entire pallet and 3 ice cream carts that could’ve hit 
the ceiling. Thig wag Charlee’ fault of course, he threw Tod in 
frozen along with a new guy who had no clue what he was 
doing, both of which were obviously much too glow to work 
over there without help. | ran three of their ice cream carts 
and one of their breakfast aigle carts in the time it took them 
to downstack a pallet and run much legs than half of their 
carts. (They had one cart each.) it’ currently 5:45am. (ll 
once again be forced to skip out on my last break just to 
correct the gupervigor’s migtakes. | refuge to believe that they 
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think with their actual braing when making their day-to-day 
decisions. ['m just ready to start zoning go | can leave. The 
OGD of Ist shift are probably swarming my aisles and will be 
a hinderance to my work. 
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OB/2 7/2077 


Today, Mark and Annie are on shift. Mark put me in paper 
with at least 5 pallets. There’s about one and a half of gmall 
paper and three and a half of big: it shouldn't take long at all, 
unfortunately. They're having us label our overstock again 
after a few days of giving up on the idea because they 
realized it doesn’t work. | suppose they think they changed 
gomething about the process by not changing anything about 
the process... makes gene... 

lt’g [2-38am. Ag it turng out, | have 5 1/2 pallets total. I’ve 
ran nearly 4 pallets go far. There wag a huge megs of open 
napkins all over the top of one of the pallets. | threw it all into 
a box and put it on a separate pallet, im not touching it. 
Another pallet was leaning heavily, and had sharp planks 
piercing a tew of the boxes of freight like wooden stakes. 
Annie ran by and blamed 2nd shift, but ghe won't do 
anything about it. They make our jobg more difficult by mixing 
freight to gift through, bringing ug destroyed pallets, etc. If | 
failed at my job like they do three times I'd be fired ingtantly. 
They fail at their jobe each and every night. | suppoge you can 
get away with murder when you have zero supervision, and 
cap 2 really doesn't have a soul over them. Their coach ig 
probably younger than me. 
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So [have 7 pallets, 6 of which are completed. The load ! have 
on my shoulders here ig ingane. ’ve completed about I'7 pallete 
in the past two days! 

l'm at break now. [tg 3:05am. | have to return at 3:45arn. | 
finished all of paper, and they're having me move to pets 
when I'm done with my lunch. | have paper ag my zone ag well 
go I'll most likely be trying to navigate around the endless 
hordes of OCP and overstock checkers during my zone once 
5am hits. lve taken my cardboard twice now, and my cart ig 
nearly full once more. Paula and | went to get our car washed 
today, and we cleaned it out ag well. 

[ finighed pets with Bob. Pets was overwhelming because of 
the multitude of gmall boxes of freight. | took my tragh ag well 
ag Bob's to the bailer. Annie called “all aggociates except for 
frozen and dairy” to go grab carts. Only iggue ig, she told me 
beforehand to continue running freight and not to worry with 
it. She called another time in a rude tone, and Bob went over 
to check if ghe wag getting angry with ug. | don’t think she 
wag, but that wag uncalled for. There are already OGCDP in my 
aigle and it's 5:Slam. ('m about to head to break and gtart 
zoning around 5:45am. l'll be finighed quickly anyway and 
‘ve done enough extra work for this company for one week. 
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08/23/2022 


Today, Mark and Annie are on shift. Annie rughed to place 
me in chemicalg alone with three full pallets. She said: “Ethan, 
are you clocked in?” “Yeah...” “Alright go to chemicals you're 


far, and it’g 2:22am. | turned 2! two hourg and twenty-two 
minutes ago. | mentioned it to Mark and a couple other 
people. They told me happy birthday lol. Paula called me right 
at midnight to wigh me a happy birthday. | feel much older 
than | am. Granted, Ive had full adult regponsibilities for quite a 
long period of time for my age, but still. Annie ig working in 
paper with Mark for whatever reason, and he’s over there 
cugging up a storm that ghe actually hag to work a bit for her 
galary that’s nearly quadruple mine and everyone elge’s that 
worke |Ox harder than her daily and gets 2 dayg off per 
week ag opposed to her 4. It’s honestly very gelf centered of 
her to only help with freight when it'll save hergelf from being 
yelled at by upper management. Mark, and even Charles have 
helped in frozen and other areas just to be nice and ease our 
workload. It feele weird to be 21, but [’m gure the feeing will 
wear off. [’'m about to go have my lunch out in my car. | don’t 
want to take my break in here. I’m algo taking tomorrow night 
off, and tonight l’m going out with Paula, mom, and dad for a 
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dinner for my birthday. We'll probably go to Bru Burger in 
town since | know Paula’s been wanting to go there for some 
time. I’ve emptied my cart of cardboard twice, mainly becauge 
the bailer on the GM gide locked up to make a bail. I’ve algo 
had a huge chemical gpill: My throat still burng from the 
bleach that leaked all over the floor. | only have one last pallet, 
go U'd very much like to clock out for lunch a bit later. [t won't 
even take me trom 4-am-5am to complete that pallet, and I'd 
like to complete it at 5:[5am go | can take my break and 
etart zoning, then lll be done right around 6:45am or later, 
which ig about the cut off for making ug do extra work. I’ve 
ran 22 pallets in the past 3 days, and 19 between the two 
previous days. I’m exhausted and ['m taking a well deserved 
break, a break that the supervigore won't think I’m entitled to 
even though my PPTO ig a part of my wages. Funny how 
things work now that the world ig becoming more gelfigh by 
the day. 

| completed my work, came home after dropping Paula off at 
work, and craghed. | wag awoken by a call from the HR 
manager of Securitas. | hung up, they definitely shouldn't be 
calling me and they should’ve had someone communicate that 
to the higher ups. Now someone can get chewed out for that | 
guegs. Either way, | zoned all of chemical in under 20 
minutes becauge | had a long convergation with an associate 
about the VA's process that lagted until around 6:30am. It’s 
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currently {2:Ilpm. Funny enough, | normally go to sleep around 
thig time, but | just woke up, most likely for the day 
considering the remodeling crews outside our apartment are 
all being rowdy and destroying appliances and things to make 
way for brand new ones. Maybe | shouldn't have placed my 
phone go cloge to my head, | might still have been asleep. 
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08/27/2022 


Today, Charles and Nellie are on shift. Mark placed me in 
frozen with Straton and a new agsociate. Frozen has 7 pallets 
tonight, and they're all going by relatively slow. There’s + left, 
one of which ig mainly a deli pallet, which won't be too bad. 
Straton ig being condescending, it gent me into a fit of rage 
earlier in the night. [had a great attitude until | learned | wag 
working with him. ‘ve been working to keep my anger in 
check for the majority of the night now. I’m trying to draw 
cloger to God and tune out the horrors of exiting in Walmart. 
So, we've completed more pallets, | believe two more. We 
chould have two left, but we may only have one. Straton 
actually downstacked the overstock onto a pallet alone, and 
ingigted that he’d do it alone. The work hag been exhausting, 
ag per usual. The workload never lighteng up on Charles’ 
dayg, he’s always throwing the biggest demande on my 
shoulders. 

| completed the freight, took a good portion of the cardboard 
and plastic to the bailer, and zoned Al4/I5. | took my tragh 
at leagt three times. I’m home now, it’s 7:3lam. My hip wag 
killing me all night long. | don’t want to do anything but sit 
back and relax for the rest of today. l’m physically sick of 
working at Walmart. 
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O38/23/20272 


Today, Annie and Charles are on ghift. | wag placed in frozen 
with Zaleb and the new guy. We had 6 pallets total, and ag 
far ag | can tell only one of them ig bakery, meaning we have 
more freight than yesterday. Zaleb worke much faster than 
Straton. Even Zaleb mentioned how unpleasant a coworker 
Straton really ig. We've ran 3 pallets, | ran one by myself 
since it wag all middle aigle. There's multiple feature iterng that 
we've had to overstock, go we'll have to make a separate 
pallet for it all. Charles expects us to finish by “a reasonable 
time’, which may not be realigtic depending on what ig 
remaining out of the freight in the freezers. If we have more 
than 3 pallets left, we're not geting done for quite a while. [t’ 
(2:32am. I’m ready for the night to end and it’s barely begun! 
So we ran 7 pallets, ag it turned out. The entire night was 
long and hard, the freezer door broke. We had many 
challenges when it came to dragging the pallets around. 
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08/29/2022 


Today, Mark and Annie are on shift. 've been placed in 
chemicalg alone, where [ have to run three tall pallets. It’s 
l:53am and go far the majority of the freight on the firgt 
pallet had been overstock. There's stack upon gtacke of 
toilet plungers and windex boxes stacked onto my overstock 
pallet. | may have to start a new one goon. ['m already tired. | 
have more errands to run when | get off work. 

(’'m on break. [t’g 12:22am. Annie ig working nearby in 
infants. Im working in aiglee B28-30. When | head over to 
B30 with freight to run, | have to put up with Annie and her 
ugly glances and obnoxious behavior. She yelle and screams 
acrogg the store at associates and gets rowdy. | just want 
peace and quiet, not a rowdy baboon. I’ve already been 
breaking my back to complete these firgt two pallets. | know | 
should slow down, however, congidering the second pallet ig 
nearly finished, and the last pallet ig almost entirely laundry 
detergent, which goes up quickly. The igsue ig breaking down 
the laundry detergent boxes, you have to pull out the seams of 
the box and tear it apart to flatten it and congerve gpace in 
your cart. | already have a full cart of cardboard that | need 
to drag to the bailer. [m still impregsed with the height of my 
overstock pallet, it’s gigantic. | left half of it mogtly empty in 
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anticipation of the magsive boxes of overstock that I'll find on 
the last pallet. The break room ig empty, everyone went on 
time except me | suppose. Im still half expecting Annie to run 
in here any second and force me to cut my break short 
because “t shouldn't have taken it go late” even though I’m 
legally entitled to my break and there’s nothing in our policy 
prohibiting me from taking my breake a bit later go long as | 
complete my assigned tasks. She goes in pgychotic power 
tripg left and right, and people are fed up with working here in 
general. Ariel walked up to me earlier and was telling me that 
they want her to quit becauge she mentioned how tired of 
frozen ghe ig. She’s been here about five yearg and they keep 
placing her in frozen apparently. As far ag { know ghe’s rarely 
in frozen, but | agree with what ghe gaid about management 
not giving the frozen aggociates a break. I’m go glad I’m 
leaving thig dump soon, Id rather chew on a box of .22 king 
rifle cartridges than come crawling back here hat in hand if 
my new job doesn’t work out. ['ll go work at Kroger’s for 
nearly half the pay just to avoid thig store. [ have to return to 
work, it’g [2:35am now. 

[tg 5:4 lam. | completed my pallet, relatively late due to us 
having to get carts in the rain. | heard Troy and William quit, 
which ig why | haven't geen them in frozen. | really don’t know 
what ’m doing at thig point. | had to grab my overstock pallet 
and drag it to the back, which wag gtregeful enough 
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considering | had to wrap it, pick up ites that fell at least a 
few dozen times, and to top it all off | had to drag everything 
around the Dizza and Coca Cola workers in the grocery side 
back room. I’m irritated. [ know exactly why I’ve been in frozen 
recently. | may quit gooner than expected if thie Keeps up. 
Annie hag been looking down my aigle all night long and 
yelling for me to do things. 'm geting phygically sick. | don’t 
even have the energy to be mad anymore. | just want to be 
left alone to do my job. Ig that too much to ask? | could've 
been cleaned up and zoned by now if ghe’d simply leave me 
with my work ingtead of distracting me and making me fulfill 
duties that are gpecific to gupervigors. | don’t get anywhere 
near the pay or regpect they get, why am | doing the most 
taxing work in the store on top of their's?! | guppoge we're 
all slaves to the system, but the awareness of my plight 
doesn't make it any more bearable. l’ve had bleach gpilled on 
my handg and clothes tonight, and I've been feeling my hip 
throb with sharp pain ag well. | still have a box of Gain laundry 
detergent left to stock, the | have to take my cardboard to the 
GM side bailer and zone all of chemicals. Then [ have to pick 
up gome grocery iteme for Paula and leave. I’ve had it with 
thig store in general, that much ig for certain. [t?¢ 5:50ar, I'll 
just start work again now. Might ag well cut my break short, 
it’g not ag bad ag the countless times lve had to skip my 
break altogether. 
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08/90/2077 


Today, Annie and Mark are on shift. Mark threw me in frozen 
for the third time thig week. It seeme | cant get a break. | wag 
thrown in frozen with Straton, and he’s been in a horrible 
mood all night. So have |. | have three total pallets, and two of 
them were blocked off by fallen boxes and pallets. | had to get 
Mark to help me rid of the debrig just to get to them. We've 
downgtacked two and ran one, the one I’m running now ig 
mogtly ice cream it geerme. [’m not really looking forward to 
helping Straton stock the ice cream, | don’t want to work 
anywhere near that womanly man. | get the feeling that he 
and Joel gee me ag inferior simply becauge ['m younger than 
them. If thig ig the cage, how ig it that an old man in prigon for 
rape or murder could be better than thern simply because of 
hig age? It’g foolish to take age into account when judging 
gomeone, thig ig something I’ve learned long ago. | verbally 
gaid | wag quitting today when wrestling with the firgt pallet. | 
wag furioug and yelling out and throwing boxes. | logt my 
head. Knowing that lve been working myself to death all 
week, have frozen again, and with Straton, and the pallets 
were completely blocked off wag jugt too much. To top it off, 
'm almost certain we'll have to move elsewhere (maybe 
helping the lazy associates in grocery) before the night draws 
to a cloge. 
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tg 2:55ar. 'm on break until 3:35am. (m utterly 
exhausted. It's been pouring rain the past two nights. | took 
the deli pallet to the back after gtacking it, | stacked the 
overstock and took it back, | downgtacked the last pallet, rid 
of the empty L-Carts, and took the pallet wrap tragh and the 
empty boxes completely alone. Straton didn't help with any of 
it, he gimply ran hig own freight in hig aisle slowly ag to avoid 
helping at all costs. [ don’t think [ve ever been more tempted 
to walk out on SamMart without uttering a gingle word. | 
can't keep mygelf awake with any amount of caffeine. 
Straton decided it would be a great idea to take OCD’s L- 
carte at the gtart of the night, go [ll have to drag them back 
there after we're finighed and deal with their wrath. 'm 
worried we'll finigh the freight much too quickly and we'll be 
forced to move on to grocery or gome stupid area. Thig ig the 
fourth day in a row l’ve been given a hard manual labor area. | 
keep nearly dozing off. | got maybe 5 hours of sleep total, 
and that’s being generous. [t wag cloger to three. Im falling 
asleep. | May take a cat nap and get a loud alarm for 
3:30am. 

| took a nice but ghort nap. I’m tired beyond words, and l’m 
ready to just give it up for the night. [t's 3:32am. 

Straton left before lunch. The new agsociate from earlier thig 
week helped me tinigh up. They told me to start zoning. As 
goon ag Annie confirmed with me that | wag finished with 
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frozen, ghe called all aggociateg outgide for carte over the 
intercom. [t’¢ funny that she specifically waited until | wag 
finighed, and even aggumed | would before 5am. It’s 4:59am 
right now, lll have to head off to break and gtart zoning goon. 
l'm not looking forward to it. I’ve gained a bit of energy since 
my nap in the car, but not much. The night ig nearly over, and 
the finigh line ig in gight. 
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O87 3l/ 2022 


tg 12:4'7am. | don’t have enough time now to write 
everything that’s happened, but ll get some of it written 
down now. Tonight, Mark, Annie, and Nellie are on ghift. 
Annie told me to work in grocery and zone Al6/I7. During 
the meeting, | came in and gat down alone at a table ag per 
ugual, my head in my hands, still exhaugted from the previous 
day’s toile. Annie uged the intercom to all everyone who’s 
already been working to the break room. Once everyone wag 
geated and things were somewhat quiet, Annie began to 
gpeak. She began complaining about our productivity, which ig 
the highest of any shift by far, and gtarted whining about our 
hours. According to her, the hourg are get by men who come 
into the store and count up several factors, adding them up to 
calculate the amount of time it takes to run a pallet in a 
certain department. They'll take a box and account for 
walking to the bailer, etc. The problem is, ag someone 
immediately pointed out, these men don't do our jobs regularly. 
They were calculating the hours as if they were human 
aggembly lines congidering they didn’t actually have to work 
and experience night stocking whilet they were making their 
litle white collar “calculations.” (Yeg, white collar ig an ingult 
when it comes to corporations.) Thig man and two other 
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began voicing their concerns about the hours that corporate 
getg, among other things, concerneg that are theire as well as 
my own. Annie and Mark immediately began gcreaming at 
ther and hurling ingults their way, talking to them like they’re 
dogg who should have more reverence for their masters. Annie 
claimed that we're going to be given a time limit for each area 
each night, and our work hag to be completed within the time 
limit. They gave grocery a time limit of Sam, which of courge, 
ig foolish because of the falge hourg estimate that they're 
basing their demande on. The bickering, fighting, and 
screaming continued for the duration of the meeting, until 
about 10:45pm. We were each aggigned an area over the 
yelling and bickering of Annie and two of the agsociates 
who'd originally voiced their legitimate concerns. | wag placed 
in grocery with the zone of Al6/I7. | completed many carts, 
and did many other aggociate’s work gince they were taking 
go long. After lunch, around 4am, Nellie came to me and told 
me | had to move elsewhere and to follow her. { followed her 
to frozen. “Frozen?” | asked, knowing the angwer. “Yes, 
pleage! We need it done!” She gaid. So | checked with the two 
aggociates working, Zaleb and Ariel. They both told me they 
had three pallets left. [T WAS ALMOST 4:30AM!!! 
Granted there were only two of them, and Annie ignorantly 
told them to finish running 6 frozen pallets by 3am becauge 
apparently that wag the time 
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according to the ridiculously impossible hours get by 
corporate, but they could've ran more by 4:30am. They 
shouldn’t have had more than two pallets left. { had to rush to 
help them, downstack all of their remaining pallets, clean up 
THEIR trash, run THEIR freight, and stack up and rid of 
THEIR overstock. [t took until 6:07am. At that time, | took 
my own trash to the back and went on break. For the 
duration of my break, | just went to chemical and talked with 
Bob about the clown show that wag occurring. Annie and 
Nellie kept circling around the aisle | wag talking to him in. | 
knew what they wanted. They wanted to gee if they could 
catch me not doing work even though I’m not on break, which 
| wag. They finally came up and asked if I'd zoned Al6/I7. | 
told them ( hadn’t and { wag still on break until 6:22am. They 
left it at that. At 6:25am | walked over to Al6/I7 and 
finighed up the zone. | didn’t care if 'd finighed or not after 
the digregpect that wag shown towards me and the other 
associates who do more than what their job requires. I’m go 
glad [ put in my two week notice for the [Sth of September. 
Addios! 
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09/02/2022 


Today, | attempted to put in my PPTO to take the day off 
since [’ve struggled with a concussion (probably) and need 
time to sleep and heal. (The day | worked in chernicale | 
knocked my head on the shelf) | had to be checked out by my 
gigter in law (medical professional) because my brain felt like it 
wag wiped like an etch a gketch. | put in my time, but { hadn't 
congidered that today might've been an event day, meaning 
(‘ll be fired if | call out today becauge SamMart doesn’t allow 
you to take any holidays off ever, it’s a fireable offenge. 
(Stupid and gelfigh, | know...) We went to Walmart to check, 
and ag it turneg out, today really ig an event day! So | have to 
wagte my time off and go to work anyways. I’m going to be 
the most gour, hateful, aggressive prick in the store tonight. If 
they can’t give me my time off back, I'd better have a 
paycheck of a minimum of $1,000 from that time off hitting. 
[ still have 7.99 houre PTO. What they don't seem to realize 
ig, if you take PUTO and you don’t have enough, it'll draw 
time from your OTO. So | can take my 7.99 hours and take a 
day off next week. | have to head off to bed, it’s 3:Olpm and 
| need rest before | put up with another day in paradice... 
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ODO) 2027 


Today, Charles and Nellie are on shift. Charles placed me in 
dairy with Joghua and an older associate. The entire gtore’s 
freight ig extremely heavy tonight, and dairy ig no exception. 
My zone ig AIO/II, a zone that typically takes longer than the 
rect of grocery. The iret thing Joghua gaid to me tonight ig: 
“Cm gonna have you work on the other pallet.” He 
commanded me ag though he wag my guperior, which he’s 
certainly not. | with Nellie went into the personnel office 
immediately after the meeting to digcugs my time off iggue. 
She gaid she’s sure that if all elge faile they could just take 
the points 'd accumulate off tomorrow, but I'll have to run it 
by Charles, which (’m going to do right after my break. It’s 
(2:44am, technically not the end of my break, but I’m going 
to uge the remainder of my time to track down Charlee and 
talk to him. | need thig gettled. 

lt’¢ 48am. We've ran at least 4 or 5 pallets, we have 3 to 
go. They told ug thig would be at least 5 hourg worth of 
freight. [5 hourg means it would take one man [5 hours to 
complete the freight. With three of ug, they expect the freight 
to only take five total hours to complete. What’ funny ig that 
it'g impogsible to complete that many pallets within [5 hours 
unlegs you work like a human agsembly line. It doesn’t work, 
we're not automated machines. 
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09/05/2022 


Today, Mark and Annie are on shift. Mark threw me in frozen 
with only one other associate tonight. We have 4 total pallets. 
We've ran nearly two go far. It’g [2:[3am, they haven't placed 
a time limit on ug but ('m fairly confident that frozen will be 
done very goon, perhaps right around 4am-5am. | know 
Annie will whine about ug “going too glow” even though I’m 
running freight faster than anyone that still worke here can. 
'm gure most of them are well able to do the work I’m doing, 
they're just lazy and refuge. ['m already wearing down a bit. | 
had yesterday off, go | only have 2 more days to go this week 
once | get through tonight. The amount of cardboard | had 
wag astounding. | broke down the empty boxes in the 
vegetable aisle and took the empty pizza boxes out, which 
made up the bulk of what { had to pull back to the bailer. [’ve 
already done a good amount of work. The worst part of the 
night from here will just be down stacking the remaining 
freight. Paula and [ ran into William last night at the local 
Freddy's tast food restaurant, he seems to be happier after 
quitting. He flat out quit with no two week notice, he just told 
Annie he'd had enough and he quit on the spot. Trey put in hig 
two weekg, but left much gooner than hig appointed time. Who 
can blame them? They were doing all of the work 
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’m doing and they were being treated like trash. The other 
associates they were put with lett them to do all of the work. 
They, much like me, we're tired of dealing with the poverty- 
level pay, poor working conditions, migtreatment and 
migmanagement, and the idiotic and lazy co workers that we 
have to put up with every work night. 've never worked in an 
environment that wag thig corrupt and unjustifiable. It’s 
incredible, and not in a good way... 

So we've completed all but two pallets. One ig just the very 
bottorn of a pallet which congigts mainly of ice cream, and the 
other ig ag about ag gmall with ome mixed freight. | took the 
other aggociate’s cardboard ag well ag mine and ran the 
vegetable aigle and bunker. He’s done maybe 2. carts in total 
while [’ve done 6 or 7. The night should go smoothly from 
here. [ can’t exactly recall what AIS/19 ig, but ['m certain it’g 
cereal, which ig more tedioug than difficult. The cereal boxes 
are irritating to align sometimes, but it’s not a bad zone by 
any means. I’ve had much worse, | believe I’ve previously 
logged quite a few ingtances where Paula and | would be 
aggigned over 50 aisles to zone in the gpan of two hours, 
gometimes 60 or more. Having only two per night once more 
helps prevent me from being burned out altogether. 
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09/06/2022 


Because of how chaotic the night was, (’m writing after work. 
Last night, Mark and Annie were on shift. Mark placed me in 
frozen with the zone of A2O/2I. The funny thing ig, he algo 
placed SIX other associates in frozen. Annie wanted to 
engure that we completed the 3 I/2 pallets we had to get us 
to try and pull a lot of the overstock from the two main 
freezer and run it. The iggue wag, ag we all predicted, nearly 
all of the freight went straight back to being overstock 
crammed into the back of the freezer. The freezerg are a 
megs, and ag Mark had later explained to me, 2nd shift was 
eupposed to fix it (ha ha!) but nothing wag done. They’ve gent 
a few teame in from different shifts that were tacked with 
consolidating the overstock and nothing’s been accomplished. 
Thig means the task of fixing their monumental shortcomings 
falle upon night shift... ue. We gpent all night long wrestling 
with overstock pallets that were lazily thrown into the 
freezere. Each night (‘ve worked in frozen l’ve found evidence 
of other ghifte working in frozen, degpite each night shift 
gupervigor swearing up and down that were the only ones 
who run the freight. [ know thig to be a lie because | ran 
frozen the night betore, and lagt night there was freight left 
out from the main freezer to warm up, and boxes of frozen 
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iteme strewn acrogg the back rooms. Straton, of courge, wag 
put in frozen. He didn’t do anything at all lact night degpite 
complaining that | wagn’t working, even though | ran every 
cart he lazily dragged out. The rest of the crew were relatively 
eagy to get along with. Once of the associates that still worke 
here from Plainfield wag giving orderg ag though he were a 
gupervigor, it ruffled a few people and caused arguments. | 
don’t see how we accomplished anything really. Toward the 
end of the night, Mark grabbed me to help him with the forklift 
outside. He had me ground guide him and watch for care. 
While we were talking, he told me that no one’s been around 
to bib frozen overstock, which ig why the freezers are backed 
up. Most of the freight ig ordered directly trom the digtribution 
centerg automatically, and it’s brought here for us to sift 
through and shove the freight that we can’t put out in the 
back rooms, which ig a ridiculous process. It’s really no 
wonder at all why we're struggling go much with overstock. 
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09/08/2022 


’m not working today, but | wanted to write in thie book 
since one of the most higtorical evente of my lifetime go far 
just occurred. (Aside from the coronavirus pandemic, Biden’s 
corruption, forced vaccinations, Trump's impeachment, Betty 
White's death, etc.) 

The queen of England has died. Queen Elizabeth II died today 
at 96 years old. | figured it would be good for any future 
generations that could possibly read this if | record thig event 
from my perspective. | was relaxing on the couch and writing 
when | gaw a notification on my phone appear trom Twitter 
claiming the queen died today at 96 years old, and ghe did! 
Im outside Paula’s work waiting for her to get off go we can 
go home. I’m algo listening to my nephew Tony Kinnet on the 
radio, 93.IFM WIBC Indianapolis. My mother jugt texted me 
regarding the queen’s death, U'll record the conversation below: 


Ethan: “The queen just died.” 
Ethan: “Prince Charles ig about to be king.” 


Connie: “Oh | knew it would happen today | wag reading 
about it.” 
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Ethan: “So apparently she’s not immortal...” (Thig was a 
reference to popular memes that were circulating regarding 
the queen’ incredibly long life) 


Connie: “No but she wag a great Christian and a good 
person and gerved longer than any other monarch.” 


Connie: That’s a shame. 'm gad that she died, | was hoping 
che would make it to [OO. | remember watching her 
coronation when | wag 5 years old.” 


Ethan: “You gaw her coronation in 1953?” 


Connie: “Yes. [t wag in black and white of courge, but | 
remember it like it wag yesterday. | wag 6, not 5.” 


Ethan: “That’s ingane. | couldn't even imagine witnessing 
guch 4 historical monarch from tart to finigh.” 


Ethan: “That hag to be ingane to fathom.” 
Connie: “Yes very gad but neat too, | always watched and 


read a lot about her and her family. | wag always fascinated 
by the royale and it’s higtory.” 
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Ethan: “Was she on TV a lot back in the day?” 


Connie: “No not really but movieg have been made her and a 
lot came out when princess Diana was killed. PBS TV does a 
lot on the royale too.” 


Ethan: “They just announced that Charles ig now known ag 
King Charles Ill” 


Connie: “Yes | wag hoping that she would skip him and make 
her grandson Prince William king since he ig younger. People 
don’t like Charleg becauge of Princesg Diana.” 


Ethan: “I’ve heard gomething about congpiracies that the 
queen killed Diana or something?” 


Ethan: “Tony just gaid on air that Elizabeth wag queen for 
30% of America’s higtory.” 


Connie: “No ghe died in a car cragh. The driver wag drunk. 
But Charleg cheated on Diana with Camilla and he wag in love 
with Camilla when he married Diana. But he married Diana 
becauge she could give him an heir. Camilla wag married and 
couldn’t give an heir.” 
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Connie: “Yes she met all of the presidents since Eigenhower | 


think.” 
Ethan: “What was the firet president you gaw on TV?” 
Connie: “Eisenhower.” 


Ethan: “He was president 1953-196l. Kennedy was after 
him and go on.” 


Connie: “Yes.” 


Connie: “Dad and | were born under Truman but | don’t 
remember him on TV.” 
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O9/IO/2022 


Today, Charles ig on shift. Mark wag here for a bit just to run 
freight. Charleg assigned me to frozen with Straton and one 
other agsociate. We were given 6 pallets. [’ve ran all of my 
freight for the night, | ran the middle aigle. | had the majority of 
the freight all night and ve managed to finigh before either of 
my co workers. The one agsociate ig new, go | don’t expect 
him to be very well acquainted with the area. Straton on the 
other hand, should be very well acquainted with the area and 
much faster than he’s been. { normally wouldn't complain, but 
tonight ig my one year anniversary of working at SamMart, 
and | can’t remember a single second that Straton wag 
anything but rude and self centered for the entire length of 
my employment here. Who you're spending your night working 
with truly does make a difference when it comes to your 
overall work environment. It’ currently 2:4-8arn, lm on lunch 
until 3:23am. l’m out in my car listening to the radio, amazed 
at how it’s already been a year since September Sth, 2021. 
Not only that, but tomorrow will most likely be my last day. | 
put in my lagt 2 hours of PPTO to be paid out to me for the 
(Sth, giving me a gmall chunk of change for my last paycheck 
since | won't actually be working for it. Ag far ag | know, we 
ctill have one breakfast 
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aigle cart and a cart of ice cream. We may very well have 
more, but ag far ag they've told me, we've downgtacked the 
last of our pallets for the night. {'m hoping this ig the case. I’ve 
gpent nearly a year writing this book, doing my best to keep 
up with logging each day I've spent working here. There’ve 
been many nighte when | was go tired | couldn't phygically or 
mentally will myself to write a gingle phrage. There’ve been 
many nights when lve forced myself to write to keep a good 
and accurate account of what occurs here. | believe the world 
ghould know how Walmart workers, ag well ag retail workerg 
in general, are treated. 
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09/15/2022 


Today will be my lagt entry. Ag of today, I’ve been officially 
removed from Walmart’s system, and my discount card no 
longer worke. | managed to last one year and two days 
working for Walmart. We went in there today and they have 
hiring signg out, they're begging for people to come in and 
work. Deople are quitting in droves, it’s not jugt me. | didn’t 
even finigh out my lagt week, | quit well before the [5th. Me 
and Paula are now officially married. We're still going to work 
on gituating everything to get a VA loan for a house, and 
we're working on my VA claim ag well. Thank you for sticking 
with me throughout my journey at Walmart. [ hope | can begin 
working on a Sth volume to my autobiographical gerieg one 
day. For now, l’m going to focus on writing some of my other 
books, many of which pertain to topics such ag Christianity. 
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A Note From The Author 


The purpose of thig volume wag to shed light on the injustices 
of the modern American workforce. lve thoroughly enjoyed 
writing thig gerieg thug far. | began writing Shambles in April 
of 2021, and lve been at it ever since. Ag of the time of thig 
note, 09/15/2022, I’ve completed thig volume, and ['ve 
published “Shambles” and”Forever You'll Be.” I'll now be 
tasked with completing the Srd volume prior to publishing thig 
one. | plan on writing a Sth volume, although the date ign’t get 
in stone. [ may wait until 've aged a bit. | sincerely appreciate 
all of you who've stuck with me throughout thie geries. Thank 
you, and God bless. 


4-Volume Collection Author’s Note: 


This series has been a very enjoyable project 
for me. Thank you all for reading, and I may 
one day continue this series in the far future 
should anything interesting occur in my life 
going forward. 


More Books By Ethan 
Ruedlinger! 


Available Now On Amazon! 


The Story Of Ethan Ruedlinger Volume 1: There are 
many roads in life from which there can be no 
return. There are many roads that lead to regret, 
sorrow, and misery. Often times these roads can only 
be identified as mistakes in retrospective. This is the 
story of Ethan Ruedlinger, A man who lived many 
different lives. A man who’s life collapsed into 
shambles in a matter of days. The life he built for 
himself, gone for good, leaving him to cope with it’s 
loss. He attempts to use his new situation as an 
opportunity to rise from the ashes, to launch himself 
from rock bottom. However, he quickly discovers 

it’s not as easy as he’d hoped to simply “start over.” 
Paperback $4.99 Hardcover $11.99 


The Story Of Ethan Ruedlinger Volume 2: This is 
the second installment in the “The Story of Ethan 
Ruedlinger” autobiographical series, and traces back 
my adopted lineage, my biological lineage, and my 
early life; my infancy, my childhood, and my teen 
years. Each installment in this series is a memoir of 
sorts. A snapshot of people, places, and events now 
lost in the sands of time, living on only in the hearts 
and memories of those who still remain to tell their 
stories. This series accurately portrays the life of 
Ethan Wayne Ruedlinger. Everything in this book is 
entirely factual to the best of my knowledge, and has 
been checked against several 

sources. Paperback $7.50 Hardcover $12.99 


The Story Of Ethan Ruedlinger Volume 3: 
When the cruel hand of betrayal inevitably 
comes knocking, we must leave the ones who’ve 
wronged us behind and continue on toward a 
better future. We have no choice but to leave the 
past in the past and keep moving forward, no 
matter how difficult the road may be. 
Sometimes, if we’re lucky, we may bump into 
someone along the way who will walk the rest of 
the road with us. This is my journey down “No 
Man’s Road.” 

Paperback $6.00 Hardcover $12.00 


The Story Of Ethan Ruedlinger Volume 4: This 
book is a journal. A continuation of my 
autobiographical series chronicling the ins and 
outs of my daily life while working in the hostile 
work environment of a certain ultra-greedy 
American corporation. While working in the 
bottom tier of this corporation, I’ve encountered 
many obstacles that make work, and even life in 
general, unnecessarily complicated. Within the 
pages of this book, you’ll see a firsthand account 
of how corporate greed has rapidly deteriorated 
quality of life for the American workforce. It’s by 
the grace of God that I’ve been brought through 
the events outlined here in the pages of this 
book. If it weren’t for God, I would’ve passed on 
long ago. Each day I’ve been blessed with the 
strength and serenity by his hand to fight 
through another day here in one of America’s 
most unfair work environments. 
Paperback $9.99 Hardcover $15.00 


